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More  Offices! 


...another  good  reason 
to  bank  with 
Deposit  Guaranty! 

Convenience  is  probably  one  of  the  most  important 
considerations  you  have  in  mind  in  choosing  a  place  to  open 
a  savings  account  or  checking  account   or  for  any  other 
financial  service  you  might  have  And,  for  your  convenience, 
Deposit  Guaranty  has  established  more  offices  to  serve  you 
than  any  other  financial  institution  in  Mississippi  In  fact, 
50  offices  in  12  Mississippi  cities    plus  10  Mini-Banks 
providing  24-hour  banking  service  Many  of  these  offices 
also  offer  Dnve-ln  Teller  facilities,  night  depositories  and 
safe  deposit  boxes  Convenience  and  service.  Isn't  it  smart 
to  bank  where  you  get  more  of  both?  At  any  nearby  office 
of  Deposit  Guaranty 


PEPosrr 

GUARANTY 

NATI0N4LBANK 


50  Offices  in  12  IVIississippi  Cities 

providing  more  SERVICES  for  YOU! 

SAVINGS  PLANS 

OTHER  SERVICES 

•Regular  Savings 

"Mini-Bank 

"Silver  Savings 

■24-Hour  Deposit  Service 

'Golden  Savings 

'Safe  Deposit  Boxes 

'Automatic  Monthly  Savings 

'Dnve-ln  Banking 

"Savings  Certifrcates 

"Visa 

'Certificates  o(  Deposit 

"Mastercharge 

'Money  Market  Certificates 

"Bank-By-Mait 

"ChnslmasClub 

'Family  Plan 

'Individual  Retirement 

"Deposit  Guarantycard 

Accounts  (IRA&Keogh 

"Trust  Services 

Plans  are  insured  up  to 

"Investment  Services 

SlOO.OOO   bytheF  DIG) 

'International  Services 

CHECKING  ACCOUNTS 

'Credit  Information 

■Regular  Checking  Accounts 

Computer  Services 

'Special  Check  Accounts 

"Payroll  Sen/ices 
"Direct  Deposit  Services 

"Business  Checking 

'Equipment  Leasing 

Accounts 

LOANS 

■Instalment  Loans 

■Auto  Loans 

^Cs 

"Home  Value  Loans 

L=J 

"Home  Improvement  Loans 

LENDER 

"Agriculiural  Loans 

"Business  Loans 

"Construction  Loans 

*Oil  Loans 

f/enib<,f  F  D  I  C 


Jackson  •  Contrevilte  •  GreenvtHe 
Greenwood  •  Hattiesburg  •  McComb  ' 


Federal  law  and  regulation  prohibit  the  paymenl  ot  a  lime  deposit  prior  to 
matunty  unless  three  monlhs  mteresl  thereon  is  (orteiled  and  interest  on  the 
amounl  withdrawn  is  reduced  lo  our  regular  savings  rale 
All  accounts  insured  up  lo  S40.000  by  the  Federal  Deposit  Insurance  Corpo- 
ralion,  an  agency  o(  the  United  Stales  Government 

Monttcetio  ♦  Natchez  •  Newtiebron  •  Petal  •  and  offices  in  Clinton  and  Pearl 


NO\A/ 

\A/E     HAVE 


LANES 


OF    IDRIVE-IN    BAIMKIIMG 
TO   SERVE    YOU    BETTER, 
FASTER     AT    THE    FIRST 
IMATIOIMAL    BANK 


SO    DRIVE    OIM 
OVER,  AND 

OIVE    YOUR    BANK 
A   ROAD    TEST. 


THE    FIRST   NATIONAL    BANK 

of  Greenville 


The  First  National  Bank  ol  Greenville  invites  you  lo  drive  up  lo  the  fastest  most 
convenient  banking  in  town' 

Four  new  drive-in  lanes  assure  you  ol  taster  deposits  and  check  cashing'  You'll 
be  in  and  out  before  you  know  it 

And  you  II  find  easy  access  to  the  new  dnve-in  Irom  Broadway  Street  and  a  sate 
exit  lo  Main  Street 

Take  advantage  of  the  convenient  hours  -9am  to  4  p  m  Monday  -  Thursday 
and  9  a  m    ■  5  30  p  m    on  Friday 

Quicker  transactions,  an  easy  traffic  flow,  longer  hours,  and  friendly  service 
They  all  add  up  to  more  convenlenl  banking'  Drive  in  today  and  enjoy  the 
difference 
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409  Washington  Avenue 
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FORUM : 

A  Message  from  the  Editor 


by  Curt  Lamar 

As  the  Delta  prepares  for  the 
onslaught  of  yet  another  winter, 
and  as  most  Deltans  find  the 
out-of-doors  existence  to  be  quite 
unpleasant,  I  would  like  to 
recommend  to  our  DELTA  SCENE 
audience  an  activity  which  lends 
itself  to  the  indoors  life.  This 
activity,  sadly,  is  one  which  has 
suffered  in  recent  years  due  to  the 
hypnotic  prevalence  of  television 
watching.  This  activity?  It  is  the 
reading  of  books. 

Book-reading  has  a  chance  to 
make  a  surging  comeback, 
however,  in  view  of  the  pathetic 
nadir  television  programming 
(except  for  that  on  ETV)  has 
reached.  Certainly  people  have  not 
completely  stopped  reading  books; 
indeed,  book  sales  in  1979  have 
reached  an  all-time  high.  But  many 
books  are  purchased  to  be  placed 
on  tables  or  in  bookcases  for 
appearance's  sake.  What  I  am 
suggesting  is  that  there  are  some 
recently  published  books  to  be  read 
and  truly  savored. 

Naturally,  I  am  quite  prejudiced 
in  favor  of  reading  and  thus  quite 
disturbed  by  the  apparent 
widespread  lack  of  interest  in  this 
activity.  As  a  child  I  gloried  in 
reading  books,  and  this  is  a  pleasure 


which  I  have  continued  to  thrive  on 
to  the  present.  1  would  be  less  than 
honest  if  I  played  the 
pseudo-intellectual  game  and 
claimed  that  I  never  watch 
television.  I  do  watch  "the  tube." 
However,  because  I  do  watch 
television,  I  am  more  aware  of  its 
insipid  shortcomings,  of  late  in 
particular.  For  that  reason, 
assuming  growing  numbers  of 
people  share  this  same  sentiment,  I 
recommend  reading  as  an 
alternative,  especially  during  the 
gloomy  Delta  winter  months,  which 
might  become  a  regular  habit  for 
many. 

Since  I  am  also  prejudiced  in 
terms  of  the  kinds  of  books  I  think 
are  enjoyable,  1  will  not  here  be  so 
arrogant  as  to  suggest  to  our  DELTA 
SCENE  readers  what  books  they 
might  enjoy.  Yet  there  are  two 
recently  published  works  which,  to 
me,  have  a  truly  universal  appeal. 

The  first  is  Theodore  H.  White's 
In  Search  of  History:  A  Personal 
Adventure.  Recognized  as  probably 
the  most  capable  and 
knowledgeable  political 
analyst-journalist  of  our  time,  White 
in  this  book  traces  the  ebb  and  flow 
of  his  brilliant,  exciting  career, 
explores  along  the  way  the  meaning 

continued  on  page  26 
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The  who,  what,  when,  where  and  why  of  what's  happening  in  the  Delta, 
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C  Turner  introduces  us  to  Rex  and  Opal  and  their  Friday  nights  out. 

13    I  Remember  Carrie 

Doris  Kirschenbaum  delights  us  with  a  story  of  a  special  woman 

14   The  Cayman  Islands 

Noel  Workman  tips  us  on  where  to  have  a  great  winter  holiday. 

15    Delta  Dance 

Rebecca  Hood-Adams  makes  an  unusual  comparison  in  this  short  essay. 

16   The  Customs  of  Christmas 

The  Editors  outline  the  origins  of  some  of  our  best  loved  Christmas  rituals 

19   The  Ghost  of  Resolutions  Past 

Rosie  Booth  gives  a  humorous  account  of  an  experience  we  have  all  had  on  New  Year's  Eve. 

20    Permit  to  March 

Inez  Romine  authors  a  tale  of  an  old  woman  and  her  inescapable  memories. 

22   People  of  the  Sun 

Wally  Kennlcutt  reveals  some  Interesting  facts  about  a  long  vanished  Indian  tribe. 
Cover  design  by  Susie  Ranager 
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CONCERTS,  DANCE  &  THEATRE 

December  2-3 

Opera  Performance  -  Amahl  &  The 
Night  Visitors,  Rebecca  Zaieck, 
Director,  Broom  Auditorium  -  Dec. 
2,  3:00  p.m   -  Sunday;  Dec.  3,  8:00 
p.m.  -  Monday 

December  3 

By  popular  request,  Julliard's  Peter 
Randall  will  return  to  Greenville  to 
conduct  an  All  String  Concert. 
Greenville  High  School  Auditorium 

December  5 

The  Dallas  Ballet  will  present  "The 

Nutcracker". 

Broom  Auditorium,  8:00  p.m.,  Delta 

State  University. 

Co-sponsored  by  the  DSU  Special 

Programs  Committee  and  the 

Crosstie  Arts  Council 

December  6 

Honors  Recital 

Zeigel  Auditorium 

Zeigel  Hall,  Delta  State  University, 

8:00pm 

Decembers 

Feast  of  Carols 

Broom  Hall  Auditorium,  Delta  State 

University,  8:00  p.m. 

December  13-15 

The  Greenwood  Little  Theatre 
presents  a  Dinner  Theatre 
Presentation:  Everybody  Loves  Opel 
Bell,  Book  and  Candle,  and  Cactus 
Flower 

January  19 

Wind  and  percussion  symposium. 
Dr.  James  Craig,  Chairman;  Broom, 
Union  and  Zeigel,  Delta  State 
University  Campus,  Cleveland,  MS. 
All  day 

January  22 

The  Delta  Music  Association 
presents  the  Pittsburg  Chamber 
Orchestra,  8:00  p.m., 
Greenville  High  School  Auditorium 


February  7 

Faculty  Recital  -  Barton  Cummings, 
tuba.  Zeigel  Auditorium,  Delta 
State  University  Campus,  8:00  p.m. 

February  7 

Mignon  Dunn  -  Mezzo  soprano 
community  concert  presented  by 
the  Greater  Greenwood  Foundation 
of  the  Arts 

February  10 

Family  Concert,  conducted  by  Dr. 
Sidney  McKay,  will  feature 
selections  chosen  to  appeal  to  (and 
teach)  children  and  young  people 
about  music.  Included  will  be 
Britten's  Young  Person's  Guide  to 
the  Orchestra,  the  Theme  from  Star 
Wars  and  other  exciting  music  for 
the  young  at  heart 
Greenville  High  School  Auditorium 

February  14-16 

Hon  or  Clinic-Honor  Bandand 
Honor  Choir.  Concert  on  February 
16  in  Broom  Auditorium,  Delta 
State  University,  3:00  p.m. 

February  20  (tentative) 

The  Delta  Music  Association 
presents  the  Jackson  Ballet,  8:00 
p.m.,  Greenville  High  School 
Auditorium 

March  6 

Band  and  Delta  Chorale  Concert, 
Broom  Auditorium,  Delta  State 
University,  Cleveland,  MS, 
8:00  p.m. 

March? 

Grant  and  Winn-Duo  Pianists 
community  concert  presented  by 
the  Greater  Greenwood  Foundation 
for  the  Arts 

March  13 

The  Delta  Music  Association 
presents  Spiro  Malas,  baritone,  8:00 
p  m.,  Greenville  High  School 
Auditorium 


March  17 

Piedmont  Chamber  Orchestra 
presented  by  the  Greater 
Greenwood  Foundation  of  the  Arts 

March  17 

Guest  Concert  featuring  Jim 
Barbagallo,  a  young  American 
pianist  creating  much  interest  and 
excitement  among  music  critics. 
Among  the  selections  for  this 
concert  will  be  Kenneth  Haxton's 
Elegy  (dedicated  to  the  late  Dr. 
Hugh  Alexander,  a  founding 
member  of  the  Greenville 
Symphony).  Dr.  Sidney  McKay  will 
conduct 

SPECIAL  EVENTS 

December  8-9 

Old  Fashioned  Christmas  at 
Florewood  River  Plantation  in 
Greenwood,  MS.  Saturday  from  9:30 
a.m.  to  5:00  p.m.  and  Sunday  from 
1:00  p.m.  to  5:00  p.m.  Admission  to 
both  events  is  $2.00  for  adults,  $1.00 
for  students  and  under  6  free 

December  10 

Christmas  Floats  on  Deer  Creek  at 
Leland,  MS.  Santa  will  arrive  at  6:00 
p.m.  and  the  lights  on  the  floats  will 
be  turned  on  shortly  afterwards  and 
will  remain  on  until  New  Year's  Eve 

January  5-8 

Mississippi  Fashion  Exhibitors, 
Trade  Mart,  Jackson,  MS 

January  9-13 

National  Farm  Machinery  Show, 
Coliseum,  Jackson,  MS 

January  17-20 

Mississippi  Bridge  Association 
Tournament,  Hilton  Hotel,  Jackson, 

MS 
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January  18-20 

Food  and  Fibre  Show,  Trade  Mart, 
Jackson,  MS 

February  8-14 

National  Rodeo,  Coliseum,  Jackson, 

MS 

March  2 

Home  and  Garden  Show,  Trade 
Mart,  Jackson,  MS 

March  13-16 

Bagwell's  Antique  Show,  Trade 
Mart,  Jackson,  MS 

March  14 

The  Amazing  Kreskin,  Austin 
Center,  Millsaps  College,  Jackson, 
Jackson,  MS 


LECTURES  &  EXHIBITS 

December 

Mississippi  Arts  Colony  Traveling 
Exhibit,  Carnegie  Public  Library, 
Clarksdale,  MS 

December  3-20 

Selections  from  Delta  State 
University's  Art  Department's 
permanent  collection,  Wright  Art 
Center,  DSU,  Cleveland,  MS 

Decembers 

Lunch  with  Books  (noon),  Carnegie 
Public  Library,  Clarksdale,  MS 

December  7  -  January  20 

East  Hampton  Art  Colony: 
Selections  from  Guild  Hall 
Particularly  fine  examples  of 
abstract  expressionism  are 
represented  with  works  by 
DeKooning,  Gottlieb,  Motherwell 
and  Pollock.  Also  represented  are 
Rivers,  Steinberg  and  Wilder.  This 
exhibition  represents  one  of  the 
most  important  periods  in  American 
art  in  which  East  Hampton  Art 
Colony  was  instrumental. 
Mississippi  Museum  of  Art,  Jackson, 
Jackson,  MS 

January 

Paintings  and  prints  by  thirty  artists 
of  the  Old  Bergen  Art  Guild  of  New 
Jersey,  Carnegie  Public  Library, 
Clarksdale,  MS 

January  3 

Lunch  with  Books  (noon),  Carnegie 
Public  Library,  Clarksdale,  MS 

January  13-25 

Paintings  by  Mary  Sims,  Wright  Art 
Center,  Delta  State  University, 
Cleveland,  MS.  Opening  reception 
on  January  13,  3-5  p.m. 


January  21 

Mississippi  Folk  Art  Festival,  Old 
Capitol,  Jackson,  MS 

February  4-26 

Fourth  Juried  Student  Exhibition, 
Wright  Art  Center,  Delta  State 
University,  Cleveland,  MS 

February  21-28 

Clarksdale,  Jr.  Auxiliary  Charity  Ball 
Art  Show,  Carnegie  Public  Library, 
Clarksdale,  MS 

March  2  -  April  2 

Faculty  Exhibition,  Wright  Art 
Center,  Delta  State  University, 
Cleveland,  MS.  Opening  reception 
on  March  2,  3-5  p.m. 

FLEA  MARKETS 

January  12-13 

Flea  Market,  Fairgrounds,  Jackson, 
Jackson,  MS 

January  26-27 

Flea  Market,  Fairgrounds, 
Jackson,  MS 

March  15-16 

Flea  Market,  Fairgrounds, 
Jackson,  MS 
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FAR  RIGHT 

Alyce  Richardson,  DSD's  number 

one  fan,  and  her  daughter  Lucy 

share  fond  memories  of  the  water 

bucket  trophy  presented  to 

Mrs.  Richardson  by  the  Lady 

Statesmen  after  their  victory 

over  Immaculata. 

RIGHT 

The  phone  never  stops  ringing  for 

Alyce  Richardson,  successful 

businesswoman,  community 

volunteer,  wife  and  mother  of  four, 

and  DSU's  number  one  fan. 


Alyce  Ricliardson:  Delta 


by  Rebecca  Hood-Adams 

No  one  told  Alyce  West 
Richardson,  wife  of  C.  ).  "Rich" 
Richardson  of  Cleveland,  that 
school  spirit  and  cheering  for  the 
home  court  stopped  with  her 
graduation  in  1952  from  Delta  State 
with  a  degree  in  business 
administration.  The  bubbly  blond 
mother  of  four  promptly  became 
the  Lady  Statesmen's  number  one 
fan  and  one-woman  bleachers' 
booster.  In  fact,  she  became  such  a 
sports  enthusiast  that  the  women's 
basketball  squad  awarded  Mrs. 
Richardson  an  unusual  trophy  that 
sits  in  a  place  of  honor  in  her  office 
at  West  Implement  Company  —  a 
water  bucket  painted  with  the 
team's  1975  victory  score  over 
Immaculata. 

"1  played  junior  high  and  high 
school  basketball,"  says  Mrs. 
Richardson.  "When  I  went  to 
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demonstration  school  here  at  DSU 
our  physical  education  program  was 
sort  of  the  guinea  pig  for  the 
student  teachers,  and  we  really 
reaped  the  benefits  from  it.  Since  I 
always  went  to  Delta  State  games 
with  my  parents,  being  DSU's 
number  one  fan  was  something  I 
just  kind  of  grew  up  in." 

A  love  of  sports  isn't  the  only 
attribute  Mrs.  Richardson  inherited 
from  her  parents,  the  late  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  J.  Parker  West  of  Cleveland. 
Mrs.  Richardson  is  the 
Secretary-Treasurer  of  West 
Implement  Company,  the  John 
Deere  farm  implement  business  her 
mother  founded  in  1935. 

"My  father  was  in  the  cotton 
business,"  says  Mrs.  Richardson, 
"and  during  the  Depression  the 
future  for  the  cotton  industry  didn't 
look  too  bright.  So  Mother  became 
the  owner/dealer  of  this  farm 
equipment  store.  Down  through.the 


years  nearly  everyone  in  the  family 
has  worked  here  at  some  time  or  the 
other.  1  handle  the  advertising  and 
finances  and  am  what  you  might 
call  a  general  flunky." 

But  it  was  her  sharp  business 
sense  that  led  to  Mrs.  Richardson's 
election  to  two  terms  as  director  of 
the  Cleveland  Chamber  of 
Commerce,  and  more  recently,  her 
appointment  to  the  board  of 
directors  of  Valley  Bank. 

"Women  would  be  included  in  a 
lot  more  things  if  they  just  showed 
an  interest,"  says  Mrs.  Richardson. 
"I  don't  'sit'  very  well,  and  there's  a 
real  feeling  of  accomplishment  in 
knowing  that  you  had  something  to 
do  with  bringing  industry  into  the 
community  or  helping  the  hospital 
develop." 

"The  most  rewarding  thing  in  the 
world  is  to  be  a  part  of  a  growing 
community,"  she  smiles.  "Having 
spent  my  life  in  Cleveland,  I've  seen 
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it  grow  from  a  small  town  of  about 
5,000  to  its  present  status  as  home 
for  17,000  citizens  and  a  university. 
We  have  all  the  assets  of  a  small 
community  —  friendliness  and 
concern  for  our  neighbors  — 
coupled  with  the  multiple  rewards 
that  go  with  a  university.  With  the 
port  opening  up  over  at  Rosedale 
I'm  looking  forward  to  a  healthy 
rate  of  growth  for  Cleveland.  You 
know,  if  you  don't  move  forward, 
you're  going  to  go  backward. 
Nobody  stands  still." 

Far  from  standing  still,  Mrs. 
Richardson  is  a  human  dynamo  who 
claims  her  "favorite  project  is  the 
one  I'm  working  on  at  the  moment." 
She  is  a  past  president  of  the 
Crosstie  Arts  Festival  and  a  director 
of  the  Delta  State  Foundation.  Past 
president  of  the  United  Givers  Fund 
of  Cleveland  and  the  Delta  State 
Alumni  Association,  she  is  currently 
on  the  board  of  finance  for  the 


National  Association  of  Junior 
Auxiliaries 

"You  can't  put  a  dollar  value  on 
volunteer  work,"  she  says.  "I  like 
people  and  I  like  to  stay  busy.  But 
one  of  the  main  reasons  I've  been 
able  to  be  involved  in  so  many 
community  activities  is  that  I've 
had  an  understanding  family, 
particularly  my  husband." 

As  an  honorary  charter  member 
of  the  Gamma  Psi  Chapter  of  Kappa 
Delta  Sorority,  Mrs.  Richardson  was 
instrumental  in  bringing  Greek  life 
to  the  DSU  campus. 

"Rich  and  !  have  always  been 
interested  in  the  young  people.  A 
group  of  us  were  sitting  in  our  living 
room  talking  about  how  to  broaden 
social  opportunities  on  campus, 
and  the  next  thing  I  knew  I  was 
initiated  into  the  KD's,"  she  laughs. 

Although  her  list  of  activities  — 
Mid-South  Farm  Equipment 
Association,  Bolivar  County  Farm 


Bureau  and  Historical  Society,  and 
the  Mississippi  Economic  Council  to 
give  only  a  partial  listing  —  would 
make  a  time  management  expert's 
head  reel.  Alyce  Richardson  says 
"there's  still  a  lot  of  things  I  want  to 
do  that  I  haven't  gotten  around  to 
yet." 

"My  idea  of  living  is  to  try  to 
make  something  good,  better,  and 
make  the  better,  best,"  she  grins. 
"Who  wants  to  retire  from  that?" 


Rebecca  Hood-Adams  recently 

received  her  Master's  in  English 
from  Delta  State  University.  She 
earned  her  B.A.  in  journalism  from 
Memphis  State  University. 
Employed  at  Delta  State  University 
as  head  resident  of  a  women 's 
dorm,  she  is  currently  at  worl<  on  a 
novel. 
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Opal  waited  tables  at  the  Rebel 
Yell  Motel,  and  Rex  worked  on 
automatic  transmissions  at  the 
garage  across  the  street.  Opal  had 
been  a  widow  a  good  three  months 
the  first  time  Rex  asked  her  out. 

She  said  she  wasn't  over  Billy  yet. 
Rex  could  respect  that.  It  even 
proved  a  point,  he  figured,  about 
the  kind  of  girl  she  was.  He  could 
have  told  you  Opal  wasn't  a  tramp. 

Her  boys  were  the  excuse  the  next 
time.  She  said  she  didn't  believe  in 
leaving  them  with  somebody  at 
night;  it  was  bad  enough  they  didn't 
have  a  mama  during  the  day. 

"Aw,  come  on,"  Rex  said.  "You 
can  carry  that  too  far.  Opal.  One  of 
these  days  you  are  going  to  have  to 
think  about  yourself." 

"I  can  think  about  myself  without 
thinking  about  you."  It  was  sort  of 
flirty,  not  mean. 

"You  sure  are  rough  on  a  fellow. 
You  may  not  know  it,  but  you're 
looking  at  a  man  of  action.  I  can't 
wait  around  forever." 

"You  poor  little  thing." 

"I  tell  you  what,  why  don't  we  go 
to  the  drive-in?  We  could  take  the 
boys  along." 

Opal  thought  a  minute.  "You 
don't  mind?" 

"Shoot,  I  like  kids." 

"You're  sure  it  isn't  an  X  or  an  R?" 

"It's  a  Walt  Disney,  just  what  the 
doctor  ordered." 

"Well,  I  don't  guess  I  have  a  leg  to 
stand  on,"  Opal  said. 

So  Faron  and  Buster  were  part  of 
the  deal,  and  they  were  sitting  on 
the  front  porch,  each  hugging  a 
pillow,  when  Rex  drove  up. 

"I'll  bet  you're  Faron  and  you're 
Buster,"  Rex  said 

"No,  I'm  Faron  and  he's  Buster. 
I'm  almost  five  and  he's  only  three. 
He's  a  handful." 

"I'm  almost  four,"  Buster  said, 
raising  his  pillow  above  his  head, 
ready  to  fight. 


EVERYBODY 

\WNTS 
TO  GO  TO 
HEiWEN 


A  short  story  by 
C.  Turner 


Opal  was  Rex's  kind  of  girl. 

But  where  Opal  went,  Buster  and 

Faron  followed.  Somehow  he  had  to 

have  a  chance  to  tell  her 

how  he  felt. 


Opal  came  to  the  door.  "You  two, 
cut  it  out.  Hi,  Rex.  Let  me  get  my 
key  and  I'm  ready." 

"I  like  those  shorts,"  Rex  called 
after  her. 

She  was  back  in  a  second. "You 
would,"  she  said,  locking  the  door. 
"But  it's  so  hot  and  sticky  I  wanted 
to  be  comfortable." 

"All  right." 

"Boys,  bring  your  pillows." 

"That's  a  good  idea,"  Rex  said. 
"You  boys  are  liable  to  get  sleepy 
before  this  thing  is  over." 

"Don't  count  on  it,"  Opal  said. 

Dark  was  setting  in  when  they  got 
to  the  drive-in.  The  screen  was 
blank  and  horns  were  blowing  for 
the  picture  to  start.  Rex  found  a 
place  near  the  concession  stand, 
dead  center,  but  the  speaker 
wouldn't  work.  Next  he  picked  a 
place  farther  back,  but  Faron  and 
Buster  said  they  couldn't  see  from 
there.  He  drove  up  and  down  the 
rows  and  had  to  settle  for  a  place 
off  to  the  side,  down  close.  The 
speaker  worked  —  the  music 
coming  out  was  louder  than  the 
hum  in  it.  Rex  hooked  it  on  the 
window.  Faron  and  Buster  stomped 
on  the  back  seat  and  fell  this 
way  and  that,  full  of  themselves, 
and  Opal  said,  "They're  going  to 
have  a  ball." 

Rex  could  see  Opal  was  a  mother 
who  enjoyed  her  kids  and  wasn't 
always  swatting  at  them.  That  was 
good,  in  his  book,  unless  things  got 
out  of  hand. 

As  soon  as  the  picture  started,  the 
boys  settled  down.  Rex  stretched  his 
right  arm  along  the  back  of  the  seat. 
You  couldn't  have  given  him  bucket 
seats  —  but  the  gap  between  Opal 
and  him  was  so  wide  he  might  as 
well  have  had  them.  He  knew  to  be 
careful  and  sneaky,  and  he  found  a 
strand  of  Opal's  hair  and  fiddled 
with  it.  He  had  a  hard  time  getting 
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his  mind  on  the  picture  because  his 
mind  was  on  letting  his  fingers  say 
as  much  as  possible. 

He  was  about  to  catch  the  story 
when  Faron  tapped  his  arm  and 
said,  "Daddy  used  to  buy  us 
popcorn." 

Buster  said,  "I  know  where  Daddy 
is.  Daddy's  in  heaven  with  Jesus." 

Rex  opened  the  door.  "If  you 
think  I  don't  like  popcorn,  you're 
crazy." 

"Don't  get  me  any,"  Opal  said. 
"But  1  could  use  a  Coke.  Hey,  I  think 
I  know  a  couple  of  gentlemen 
who'd  like  to  go  with  you." 

"I  like  popcorn  with  butter  on  it," 
Buster  said,  tumbling  out  after 
Faron. 

Faron  pointed  to  the  yellow  halo 
in  the  middle  of  the  lot.  "That's 
where  we're  going,"  he  said.  "I 
know  how  to  get  there  my  myself." 

"I  want  to  go  this  way,"  Buster 
said. 

"Whoa,  both  of  you,"  Rex  said. 

He  held  a  hand  in  each  hand  and 
had  to  zigzag  the  whole  trip  to  the 
concession  stand   He  bought  three 
boxes  of  popcorn  and  one  large 
Coke.  Then  he  asked  if  anybody  had 
to  use  the  rest  room.  Nobody  did 
But  Buster  changed  his  mind  after 
they  started  back.  So  they  turned 
around. 

"He  needs  help,"  Faron  said  to 
Rex,  man  to  man. 

"1  do  notl"  Buster  said. 

All  the  help  Buster  needed  was 
someone  to  hold  his  popcorn. 

Rex  lost  the  car.  Faron  kept 
telling  him  where  it  was,  and  Rex 
wandered  around,  stubborn,  until 
Faron  proved  who  was  right. 

"  I  had  to  pee,"  Buster  let  Opal 
know. 

And  Opal  said,  "Buster,  how 
many  times  have  I  told  you  not  to 
say  pee?  Say  tinkle.  Pee  sounds 
awful." 

Rex  dug  into  his  popcorn  and 


thought  about  what  Opal  said.  He 
ate  two  handfuls  before  he  spoke  on 
the  subject.  "I  have  to  stand  up  for 
Buster  there   Tinkle  is  what  little 
girls  do.  Little  boys  pee." 

"I  say  do  number  one,"  Faron 
said. 

"Well,  this  certainly  is  a 
conversation,"  Opal  said,  and 
sipped  her  Coke.  "We're  missing 
half  the  show.  Look,  boys,  that's  the 
funniest-looking  dog  I  believe  I  ever 
saw." 

Buster  stuck  his  head  out  the 
window  and  sang,  "Peeee  peeee 
peeeeeee— " 

"Hush  that,"  Opal  said. 

"Peeeeeee  —  " 

"You  heard  your  mother,"  Rex 
said. 

"Rex,  I'm  afraid  you  started  it," 
Opal  said. 

"Okay,  now  watch  me  stop  it." 

'Peeeeee— " 

Rex  sent  the  flat  of  his  hand  to 
Buster's  bottom. 

The  song  ended  with  a  yelp. 
"You're  not  my  daddy,"  Buster  said, 
taking  to  his  pillow.  "My  daddy's  in 
heaven  with  Jesus." 

"That's  what  he  got  for  riding  a 
motorcycle,"  Faron  said.  "I  don't 
aim  to  get  on  one  as  long  as  I  live." 

"It  would  please  your  mother  no 
end,"  Opal  said. 

She  was  a  pretty  thing.  Rex 
wanted  to  kiss  her  and  comfort  her 
and  show  her  she  was  still  alive.  He 
scooted  toward  her  an  inch  or  two. 
There  was  quiet  for  a  while,  except 
for  the  voices  from  the  speaker. 

Then  Faron  shared  a  memory. 
"Daddy  said  piss,"  he  said. 

"Enough!  Opal  said.  "Do  you 
want  Rex  to  tend  to  you  too?  Rex, 
you  were  right  to  do  what  you  did  a 
minute  ago.  My  boys  need  a  man  to 
take  control  sometimes." 

"I  told  you  I  was  a  man  of 
action." 

"I  wonder  where  anybody  found 


a  dog  like  that." 

Buster  roused.  "I  wanted  butter 
on  my  popcorn." 

"I  fouled  up,"  Rex  said 

"Don't  worry  about  it."  Opal 
reached  over  and  patted  Rex's 
thigh  "He's  got  to  learn  he's  not 
going  to  get  everything  he  wants." 

"1  spilled  my  popcorn,"  Buster 
said. 

"He  didn't  spill  it,  he  dumped  it," 
Faron  said. 

Opal  got  tough.  "Buster,  you  pick 
up  every  piece  of  that  popcorn  and 
put  it  back  in  the  box." 

"I  think  I  need  to  go  now,"  Faron 
said. 

"Co  where?"  Opal  asked  him. 

"You  know." 

"Son,  why  didn't  you  go  when 
you  were  there?" 

"I  didn't  need  to  then." 

"Come  on,  Faron,"  Rex  said, 
opening  the  door.  "I  think  I  need  to 
go  myself." 

"Rex,  you're  an  absolute  angel," 
Opal  said 

The  next  week  the  feature  was  a 
John  Wayne  he  had  missed  on  the 
first  run,  and  Rex  had  mostly 
himself  in  mind  when  he  mentioned 
it  to  Opal.  But  he  had  her  in  mind, 
for  sure,  too.  As  far  as  the  boys  were 
concerned,  he  wondered  about  the 
violence  and  told  Opal  there  might 
be  a  bunch  of  it.  He  told  her  he 
knew  how  choosy  she  was  about 
what  they  saw 

"Oh,  I'd  trust  John  Wayne  any 
day,"  she  said. 

So  the  second  date  was  not  much 
different  from  the  first. 

Neither  was  the  third,  because 
Sounder  came  back  and  Opal  had 
heard  every  man,  woman  and  child, 
black  and  white,  ought  to  see  it. 

Taking  Faron  and  Buster  every 
time  he  took  Opal  anywhere  got  to 
be  understood.  Rex  didn't  know 
how  to  stop  what  he  had  started. 

Delta  Scene     11 


without  hurting  Opal,  and  he 
wouldn't  have  hurt  Opal  for 
anything  in  the  world    He  talked  to 
himself  about  his  problem  every 
week  when  he  picked  the  popcorn 
out  of  the  back  seat. 

Buster  would  drop  off  now  and 
then,  but  Faron  never  even  got 
drowsy. 

One  night  Opal  let  Rex  carry 
Buster  inside  to  his  bed.  She  said 
the  women  on  both  sides  of  her  had 
noses  a  mile  long  though,  and 
shooed  him  out  the  door. 

And  one  night,  not  long  after 
that,  he  decided  it  was  time  to  be 
honest.  Honesty  was  the  best 
policy,  in  his  book,  especially  when 
beating  around  the  bush  didn't  get 
anywhere  at  all.  He  thought  it  was 
always  best  if  everybody  knew 
where  everybody  stood.  He  wasn't 
going  to  keep  it  bottled  up  any 
longer,  what  he  had  to  say.  It 
seemed  out  of  step,  sort  of,  with 
Tom  Sawyer  playing  and  the  boys 
enjoying  it  so,  but  Rex  knew  he'd 
better  be  honest  while  he  had  his 
nerve. 

Exactly  how  to  put  it  was  what 
stumped  him.  Twice  he  turned 
toward  Opal  and  had  his  mouth 
ready  to  say,  "From  now  on  we 
leave  the  boys  with  somebody," 
right  out,  and  both  times  his  breath 
got  shaky   He  couldn't  believe  a 
grown  man  could  be  such  a 
chicken. 

Give  him  something  to  do,  he 
could  do  it.  Give  him  something  to 
say,  sometimes  he  had  trouble 

Little  by  little  he  pulled  her 
toward  him,  and  she  didn't  take  her 
eyes  off  the  screen   She  got  to  a 
point  and  wouldn't  budge  further. 

Suddenly  his  body  had  him.  One 
arm  went  around  her  neck  for  a 
tight  hold.  He  planted  his  lips  firmly 
into  hers,  almost  before  she  could 
scuffle.  His  heart  was  pumping.  His 
blood  felt  good  going  through  him. 


Now  he  was  talking  and  meaning 
business.  Words  had  nothing  to  do 
with  it,  and  he  knew  he  was  doing 
the  most  honest  thing  he  had  ever 
done. 

He  didn't  let  go  until  he  was  tired. 

Opal  snapped  at  him  the  instant  she 
was  free.  "What  got  into  you, 
friend?" 

"1  told  you  I  was  a  man  of  action." 

She  lowered  her  voice.  "The  least 
you  could  do  is  think  about  my  boys 
back  there." 

"I  do  think  about  them.  I  was 
thinking  about  them  when  I  got 
carried  away" 

She  was  looking  straight  ahead 
again,  at  the  screen.  "Maybe  they're 
asleep  is  all  I  can  hope." 

"I'm  not  asleep,"  Faron  said. 

"I'm  not  either,"  Buster  said. 

"Watch,  boys,"  Opal  said.  "Aunt 
Polly's  going  to  get  a  shock  when 
she  finds  out  Tom's  not  dead." 

That  was  the  last  time  Opal 
opened  her  mouth  that  night. 

Friday  night  was  the  night  they 
had  made  a  habit. 

When  the  next  Friday  rolled 
around  and  Rex  hadn't  been  able  to 
get  much  conversation  out  of  her  all 
week  long  at  the  Rebel  Yell,  he 
didn't  know  where  he  stood.  He 
wouldn't  have  claimed  to  know 
anything,  except  Opal  got  prettier 
every  day  and  she  was  drivmg  him 
nuts  with  that  walk  of  hers.  He  said, 
"See  you  tonight,"  and  expected  her 
to  say,  "Oh,  I  don't  know  about 
that,"  or  something  on  that  order. 

She  didn't  say  a  word.  She  just  gave 
him  his  check  and  gave  him  a  look. 

The  house,  when  he  drove  up, 
had  a  shut  face.  Without  the  boys 
on  the  porch  hugging  their  pillows, 
the  place  appeared  empty,  and  for  a 
minute  there,  as  he  waited  at  the 
door,  Rex's  bones  told  him  nobody 
was  home 

Then  Opal  came  out,  alone 


"I  hope  the  boys  aren't  sick,"  Rex 
said. 

"Mama  said  she  didn't  mind,  so  I 
said  why  not." 

"Well  " 

"That's  a  deep  subject,"  Opal 
said. 

"I  haven't  heard  that  in  I  don't  know 
when,"  Rex  said. 

After  he  started  the  motor  and 
before  he  put  the  car  in  gear.  Opal 
reached  over  and  clamped  his  hand. 
"I've  been  doing  some  thinking," 
she  said,  moving  closer. 

"I  know  you  haven't  been  doing 
any  talking  recently.  I  guess  you 
know  I've  noticed  that." 

"That's  because  I've  been  doing 
some  thinking." 

"All  right." 

"This  may  sound  kind  of  sudden 
—  but  I've  been  wondering,  do  you 
believe  in  Jesus?" 

"I  sure  do,"  Rex  said 

And  he  did,  more  and  more  every 
minute. 

He  put  the  car  in  gear  and  they 
drove  off. 

He  said,  "I'll  tell  you  something 
else.  Opal  —  I  don't  plan  to  go 
nowhere  on  a  motorcycle,  ever." 


C.  Turner  of  Memphis  is  a  free-lance 
writer  wfio  lias  numerous 
publication  credits  to  his  name  in 
such  periodicals  as  the  Delta 
Review,  Old  Hickory  Review  and 
Good  Housekeeping. 
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by  Doris  R.  Kirschenbaum 


"Git  out  of  dat  ditch,  chile,  fo  dat 
mud-puppy  barks  at  you,"  Carrie's 
voice  came  in  a  threat  to  me  as  I 
played  along  the  side  of  one  of  the 
ditches  that  drained  the  low  land  of 
the  Mississippi  Delta.  Quickly,  I 
scrambled  up  the  bank  into  the 
orchard.  I  had  never  seen  a 
mud-puppy  and  certainly  wasn't 
anxious  to  make  one's  acquaitance 
because  according  to  Carrie  if  one 
barked  at  you,  you'd  die  before  sun 
rise.  Mentally,  I  pictured  some 
slimy  creature  that  lived  in  mud 
holes  or  ditches  and  jumped  out  at 
small  six-year-old  girls  who  didn't 
mind  and  keep  their  dresses  clean. 
This  philosophy  had  been  gained 
from  Carrie,  who  cooked  food, 
"cleaned  over"  (my  grandmother's 
expression)  our  house,  and  helped 
mother  the  children  of  our  family.  I 
doubt  that  my  elders  —  father, 
mother,  and  paternal  grandmother 
—  knew  about  dying  from  barking 
mud-puppies,  which  really  aren't 
dogs  at  all  but  harmless  non-vocal 
salamanders. 

Her  name  was  Carrie;  her  title 
cook;  her  age  unknown;  her  race 
black;  her  physical  appearance  tall 
and  slender.  This  capable  woman 


was  many  things  to  our  family,  but 
the  three  things  I  remember  most 
vividly  about  her  were  her 
superstitions,  her  cooking,  and  her 
love  of  fishing. 

Carrie  was  very  superstitious  and 
that  is  putting  it  mildly.  Her 
superstitions  were  so  real  to  her  and 
so  much  a  part  of  her  life  that  it 
would  have  taken  a  more  worldly 
mind  than  that  of  a  country  reared 
child  to  reject.  I  "sorta"  half 
believed  all  the  tall  tales  I  listened 
to  in  Carrie's  warm  kitchen  on  cold 
winter  afternoons  —  snacking  on 
jelly-biscuits  and  milk.  (Today, 
children  have  TV  and  cokes.) 
Although  my  parents  and 
grandmother  tried  to  explain  that 
these  stories  were  just 
supersititions,  "haints"  and 
mud-puppies  were  a  very  real  part 
of  my  early  life. 

Carrie  lived  in  a  small  house,  a 
couple  of  hundred  yards  from  our 
house.  On  the  hottest  of  sultry 
Delta  nights  she  would  close  and 
lock  all  her  windows  and  doors, 
even  locking  down  the  all  wood 
shutters,  to  keep  the  "haints"  out. 

continued  on  page  27 
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by  Noel  Workman 

Autumn's  warm  dusty  days  here 
in  the  Delta  are  just  now  drawing  to 
a  close.  If,  though,  you're  serious 
about  a  warm  weather,  mid-winter 
vacation,  December  is  high  time  to 
chart  your  course. 

I  know  there  are  those  brave, 
poetic  souls  who  rejoice  in  the 
endless,  grey,  wet  winter  Delta 
days.  Do  not,  however,  number  me 
among  them.  Since  a  little  sunshine 
between  Christmas  and  the  end  of 
February  is  not  always  possible  here 
in  the  Mississippi  Delta,  let  me 
recommend  the  Cayman  Islands. 

Mention  the  Cayman  Islands  and 
you  will  generally  receive  one  of 
four  responses. 

Endangered  species  lovers  will 
recognize  it  as  the  home  of  the 
world's  largest  (and  perhaps  only) 
green  sea  turtle  farm. 
Serious  skin  divers  will  rave  about 
its  unrivaled  underwater  scenery, 
magnificent  reefs  and  drop  offs, 
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tremendous  visibility,  fish-filled 
wrecks  and  abundant  coral, 
sponges,  and  all  manner  of  sea  life. 
International  financiers  look  upon 
the  Caymans  as  the  Caribbean's 
answer  to  tax  shelters.  And  then 
there  is  "Catagory  Four."  As  a 
non-nature  loving,  non-diving, 
non-financier,  I  gave  the  standard 
"Catagory  Four"  response  when 
friends  Betty  and  Bill  Pearson  of 
Webb,  Mississippi,  invited  wife  Liz 
and  me  to  travel  with  them  to  the 
Caymans  last  winter. 

"The  Cayman  Islands.  Ah,  yes. 
Now  (cough),  just  exactly  where  are 
those  islands?" 

A  crash  course  in  Caribbean 
geography  and  history  revealed  that 
these  tiny  islands  are  among  Great 
Britain's  few  remaining  Caribbean 
possessions.  Located  just  south  of 
Cuba,  they  have  a  three-hundred 
year  history  as  pirate's  lair  and 
turtles  catcher's  headquarters. 

Not  much  to  go  on.  And  certainly 
nothing  to  prepare  us  for  the  warm 
water  jewel  with  its  Welsh 
accented-people  and  its  National 
Geographic  underwater 
sea-scapes. 

Cayman  Airways'  lone  jet 
deposited  us  at  Owen  Roberts 
Airport,  where  we  were  greeted  by  a 
most  efficient  and  courteous 
customs  systems  and  a  welcoming 
photograph  of  Queen  Elizabeth  II  as 
she  looked  when  the  airport  opened 
in  1954. 

Georgetown,  the  capitol  city,  is 
about  the  size  of  Rolling  Fork  and  is 
only  minutes  away  from  the  airport. 
To  the  casual  observer  (and 
everyone  is  casual  in  the  Caymans) 
the  capitol  consists  of  a  post  office, 
a  grocery  store  or  two,  a  half  a 
dozen  government  buildings,  a 
dozen  shops,  and  almost  two 
hundred  licensed  banks  doing 
business  on  Grand  Cayman. 

Barclay's,  that  venerable  English 
banking  tradition,  led  the  parade 
which  began  in  1953,  when  it 
established  a  Caymans  branch.  The 
most  recent  addition  to  the  Cayman 
Island  banking  community  is 
Mississippi's  own  Deposit  Guaranty 
National  Bank,  which  opened  for 
business  there  earlier  this  year. 

The  reason  for  the  flow  of 
millions  toward  the  sun  in  recent 
years  is  very  simple.  It  is  the  tax 
structure  of  the  Caymans.  There  is 
no  income  tax,  no  capital  gains  tax, 


no  estate  and  death  taxes.  The 
Caymans  derives  its  government 
revenue  from  import  duties,  an 
annual  two  dollar  tax  on  all  men 
over  18,  bank  and  business  licenses, 
car  licenses,  a  bicycle  tax  of  one 
dollar,  and  the  sale  of  postage 
stamps,  which  are  popular  with 
collectors. 

Minutes  after  we  passed  through 
this  Caribbean  Wall  Street  section, 
we  arrived  at  Lime  Tree  Bay,  a  plush 
condominium  that  at  $50  a  day  for 
three  rooms  had  to  be  the  best  buy 
on  the  island.  Bill  and  Betty,  who 
had  arrived  a  few  days  earlier,  had 
already  discovered  Bob  Soto's 
convenient  diving  shop  on  the 
beach  of  the  nearby  Holiday  Inn.  A 
quick  swimming  pool  course  in 
snorkeling  and  we  were  ready  for  an 
underwater  view  of  the  Caymans' 
most  famous  attraction,  its 
undersea  diver's  paradise. 

Even  without  the  benefit  of  Scuba 
gear,  a  landlubber  like  me  could 
appreciate  the  ever-changing 
panorama  just  a  few  fathoms 
beneath  me. 

One  of  our  greatest  aquatic 
discoveries  on  the  Caymans  was 
Vernel  Ebank,  a  slim,  50  year-old, 
Welsh-accented  native  diver.  If  you 
go  to  Grand  Cayman,  look  him  up. 
Fle's  listed  in  the  phone  book  and 
will  provide  you  with  a  private, 
reasonably-priced,  day-long  diving 
adventure.  While  you  are  paddling 
around  the  surface  or  poking  the 
conch  and  coral,  he  will  be  spearing 
your  lunch,  which  he  cooks  up  in 
delightful  West  Indian  style  over  a 
driftwood  fire.  Our  day  with  Vernel, 
and  the  Pearsons,  and  Matt  and  Pi 
Dale  from  Glendora,  Mississippi, 
was  enough  to  make  a  confirmed 
diver  (or,  at  least  a  confirmed 
snorkeler)  out  of  any  Caribbean 
visitor. 

On  more  practical  matters,  there 
is  a  Holiday  Inn  on  the  island  for 
Caribbean  adventurers  who  want 
the  security  of  feeling  they  never 
left  home.  There  are  a  half  dozen 
restaurants,  a  rental  car  agency  or 
two,  and  even  a  place  to  rent  a  bike. 

For  philatelists,  Georgetown's 
post  office  provides  (to  stamp 
collectors)  services  unheard  of  in 
the  fifteen  other  countries  I  have 
visited.  A  postal  employee  ushers 
you  into  a  separate  sales  room 
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At  the  still  point  in  a  turning  world,  poet  T  S   Eliot  found  the 
"dance,"  symbolic  of  all  that  was  beautiful  and  brave  and 
challenging  in  life.  The  recent  performance  of  Mikhail 
Baryshnikov  in  Memphis  brought  to  the  stage  not  just  ballet,  but 
the  dance  as  Eliot  felt  it,  pulsing  with  the  vitality  of  human 
aspirations. 

Driving  through  the  Delta  upon  my  return  from  the 
Baryshnikov  performance,  I  was  impressed  by  the  grand  dance 
masters  that  bring  a  different  sort  of  art  into  our  lives.  The  fields 
stretched  out  flat  as  any  concert  hall  stage.  Turnrows  marked 
the  cues  for  whirring  combines  that  swept  up  and  down  the  lines 
of  cotton  stalks  pirouetting  in  the  autumn  wind    In  the  far 
corner  of  a  field  I  could  see  a  dust  devil  dip  and  spin,  then  leap 
and  turn  to  catch  a  falling  leaf 

It  was  not  surprising  to  find  so  many  Deltans  at  the  ballet  in 
Memphis.  The  dance  of  harvest  is  a  familiar  rhythm  to  our  lives 
and  as  Southerners  we  have  a  special  appreciation  for  the  craft 
of  choreography   Here,  man  and  land  dance  de  deux   That 
beauty  should  incorporate  both  strength  and  grace  is  a  foregone 
conclusion  for  the  sons  and  daughters  of  Dixie  who  daily  watch 
the  seasons'  sway,  the  upheaval  of  the  earth,  and  the  constancy 
of  the  River  that  partners  the  shoreline  in  a  dance  older  than 
recorded  time. 
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Only  the  untutored  fail  to  recognize  the  high  value 
Southerners  place  upon  the  beautiful,  both  in  man  and  nature. 
Out  of  our  keen  sense  of  place  springs  a  credo  that  equates 
culture  and  cotton  fields,  civilization  and  kudzu. 

Ballet  critics  paid  glowing  tribute  to  Baryshnikov's  art  They 
spoke  of  his  impeccable  body  placement,  his  astonishing 
propulsion,  his  eloquent  sense  of  humor.  But  tracing  Highway 
61  home  through  the  Delta,  I  thought  of  my  father's  reaction  to 
his  first  evening  at  the  ballet.  In  my  mind  I  saw  him  blustering 
into  the  crowded  auditorium,  muttering  under  his  breath  about 
"folks  who'd  drive  a  hundred  miles  to  see  grown  men  in  long 
underwear."  I  saw  my  mother,  who  like  generations  of  Southern 
women  mastered  the  art  of  gentle  management,  soothe  Papa 
into  his  seat.  I  saw  what  Baryshnikov  could  not  appreciate  —  a 
compliment  from  the  boy  from  Webster  County,  Mississippi, 
who  rose  that  day  at  5  a.m.  because  it  was  harvest  time,  but  just 
before  midnight  was  standing  and  cheering  the  Russian  ballet 
star. 

How  was  the  ballet?  My  father  stayed  awake  throughout  the 
entire  performance.  That  did  not  strike  me  as  unusual,  for  he 
was  part  of  that  Southern  audience  that  lives  the  dance  at  the 
fine  turning  point  of  a  cleanly  combined  field. 

Rebecca  Hood-Adams 


Rebecca  Hood-Adams  recently  received  her 
Master's  in  English  from  Delta  State  University.  She 
earned  her  B.A.  in  journalism  from  Memphis  State 
University.  Employed  at  Delta  State  University  as 
head  resident  of  a  women's  dorm,  she  is  currently  at 
work  on  a  novel 
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Exchanging  Cards  and  Gifts 
at  Christmas 

One  of  the  most  popular 
customs  associated  with  Christmas 
and  the  HoMday  season  in  the 
United  States  is  the  exchange  of 
Christmas  cards.  Since  billions  of 
cards  will  be  sent  and  received  this 
year,  it  is  interesting  to  note  that 
this  is  a  relatively  new  custom. 

As  is  the  case  with  kissing  under 
the  mistletoe,  it  all  began  in 
England.  In  1843,  a  wealthy 
gentleman  named  Sir  Henry  Cole 
found  that  he  would  be  unable  to 
write  his  usual  Christmas  letter  to 
relatives  and  friends.  Consequently, 
he  requested  that  an  artist,  John 
Calcott  Horsley,  design  a  card  to 
convey  his  holiday  greetings.  So 
began  the  custom.  By  the  1860's  the 
practice  of  sending  cards  had 
gained  popularity  throughout 
England,  and  soon  the  custom  was 
carried  across  the  Atlantic  to  the 
United  States. 
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Initially,  people  in  the  United 
States  had  to  import  their  cards,  but 
in  1875  a  German  immigrant  and 
printer,  Louis  Prang,  began  to  mass 
produce  cards  in  his  shop  near 
Boston.  Due  to  the  quality  and 
accessibility  of  his  cards.  Prang 
came  to  be  known  as  the  "Father  of 
the  American  Christmas  Card." 
Prang  manufactured  millions  of 
cards  before  he  closed  his  business 
in  the  early  1900's,  but  the  custom 
continued  after  his  cards  were  no 
longer  available  and  became  a  fixed 
part  of  the  American  holiday  season. 

Traditionally,  the  exchange  of 
Christmas  gifts  is  symbolic  of  the 
presentation  of  gifts  by  the  Three 
Wise  Men  upon  their  discovery  of 
the  Christ  Child's  birthplace  in 
Bethlehem.  However,  this  practice 
did  not  become  a  widespread 
custom  until  the  later  Middle  Ages, 
and  today  different  countries  have 
differing  practices  relative  to  the 
process. 


The  Singing  of  Christmas  Carols 

Originally,  the  word  "carole" 
referred  to  a  ring  dance 
accompanied  by  singing,  a  practice 
which  developed  in  early  medieval 
France.  Then,  in  the  13th  century 
the  word  "carol"  was  used  to  denote 
songs  which  were  sung  to  celebrate 
the  birth  of  Christ.  The  "father"  of 
the  Christmas  carol  was  St.  Francis 
of  Assisi,  who  replaced  the  more 
worldly  lyrics  of  tunes  with  words  of 
religious  significance.  Thus,  the 
Christmas  carol  was  born. 

Christmas  carols  became  popular 
throughout  Europe,  but  it  was  in 
England  that  the  carol  reached  the 
apex  of  its  popularity.  Carols  in 
England  from  the  14th  to  the  17th 
centuries  dealt  mostly  with  the 
Incarnation,  the  Annunciation,  the 
Nativity,  and  the  wonder  of  the 
shepherds  and  coming  of  the  Wise 
Men. 

In  the  mid-1600's,  the  Puritan 
element  in  England  attempted  to 


Do  you  ever  wonder  why  certain  activities  associated  with  Christmas  and 
the  hohday  season  take  place?  Why  people  kiss  under  mistletoe?  Why 
people  exchange  Christmas  cards  and  gifts?  Why  Christmas  carols  are 
sung?  Why  the  creche,  or  nativity  scene,  is  found  in  so  many  homes?  Why 
the  Jewish  people  celebrate  Hanukkah  at  the  same  time  Christians 
celebrate  Christmas?  We  at  DELTA  SCENE  thought  our  readers  might  be 
interested  in  the  origins  and  history  of  these  customs;  therefore,  the 
following  sketches  are  presented  for  your  enjoyment. 
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suppress  caroling  as  too  joyful  in 
relation  to  such  a  solemn  event  as 
Christ's  birth.  However,  after  the 
Stuart  Restoration  in  1660,  caroling 
regained  its  role  as  one  of  the  most 
enjoyed  aspects  of  the  English 
Christmas  season.  Eventually,  carols 
were  brought  to  the  English 
colonies,  where  they  became  very 
popular.  In  fact,  it  was  in  the 
American  colonies  that  the  custom 
of  caroling  in  the  streets  for  the 
poor  and  shut-in,  a  modern 
practice,  was  begun. 

The  Mistletoe  Kiss 

The  belief  is  that  the  tradition  of 
kissing  under  mistletoe  originated 
in  England,  a  country  generally 
known  for  its  reserve.  The  most 
accepted  theory  is  that  the  Druids, 
priests  of  the  ancient  Britons  of 
pre-Roman  times,  initiated  the 
custom.  Since  mistletoe  was 
thought  to  be  sacred  by  the  Druids, 
it  was  considered  a  charm  against 


evil.  Golden  sickles  were  used  to 
harvest  the  mistletoe,  which  was 
not  allowed  to  touch  the  ground 
after  being  cut.  Thus,  it  was  hung  in 
a  prominent  place  in  dwelling 
places.  Then,  so  the  story  goes, 
Scandinavians  who  came  to  the 
British  Isles,  and  who  considered 
mistletoe  a  symbol  of  peace,  began 
to  signify  that  hostilities  would  be 
ended  during  winter  festive  times 
by  a  symbolic  kiss  of  peace  under 
the  mistletoe. 

Other  legends  and  superstitions 
came  to  be  associated  with 
mistletoe.  Many  believed  mistletoe 
would  cure  illness.  Some  thought 
the  parasitic  plant  would  protect 
one  from  harm.  Still  others  were 
convinced  that  contact  with 
mistletoe  would  promote  fertility  in 
people  or  animals  and  that  it  would 
even  induce  prophetic  dreams. 

Finally,  there  developed  in 
England  a  specific  way  to  kiss  under 
the  mistletoe.  Upon  being  kissed. 


illustrations  by  Susie  Ranager 


each  person  would  pluck  off  a 
berry,  and  when  the  last  berry  was 
picked,  kissing  should  cease. 


The  Creche,  or  Nativity  Scene 

One  of  the  most  popular 
depictions  of  the  Christmas  story  is 
the  creche,  or  nativity  scene.  Found 
in  homes  throughout  the  western 
world  at  Christmas,  the  creche  is  a 
dramatization  of  the  Holy  Night 
and  the  Epiphany. 

As  is  the  case  with  so  many 
modern  Christmas  customs,  the 
creche  is  believed  to  have  been 
created  in  the  13th  century  by  St. 
Francis  of  Assisi.  To  make  the  story 
of  Christ's  birth  more  vivid  and  real 
to  peasants  attending  mass,  St. 
Francis  set  up  a  nativity  scene  in  his 
church,  thus  initiating  a  beloved 
practice  which  is  now  a  traditional 
part  of  Christmas. 

continued  on  next  page 
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In  time,  nativity  scenes  became 
more  elaborate  and  ornate,  with  life 
sized  stone  figures,  richly  dressed 
and  encrusted  with  jewels,  often  set 
up  in  churches  and  cathedrals. 
Today,  to  make  the  nativity  scene 
even  more  real,  many  churches  and 
communities  present  live  pagents, 
in  which  people  and  animals 
participate  to  recreate  the  wonder 
of  that  night  2000  years  ago 

The  custom  today  also  is  to  set  up 
small  creche  scenes  in  the  home, 
usually  under  the  Christmas  tree  or 
on  a  mantle.  Sometimes,  the  figures 
in  the  creche  are  passed  on  from 
one  generation  to  the  next  and 
become  family  heirlooms. 


The  Celebration  of  Hanukkah 

While  Christians  throughout  the 
world  are  celebrating  the  Christmas 
season,  people  of  the  Jewish  faith 
are  also  observing  a  most  special 
religious  event  known  as  Hanukkah 
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At  sundown  on  December  16, 
Jewish  people  all  over  the  globe 
light  the  first  candle  of  the  menorah, 
an  eight-branched  candelabra.  This 
act  marks  the  beginning  of  the 
eight-day  holiday  known  as 
Hanukkah. 

The  celebration  commemorates 
the  rededication  of  the  Temple  in 
Jerusalem  around  165  B.C.  after  a 
successful  Jewish  revolt  against  the 
oppressive  Antiochus  of  Syria. 
Through  this  ceremony,  every  Jew 
in  turn  rededicates  himself  or 
herself  to  the  spiritual  and  ethical 
teachings  of  the  faith. 

The  revolt  against  Antiochus  was 
led  by  Judas  Maccabeus,  his  father 
Mattathias,  and  his  four  brothers. 
According  to  legend,  soon  after  the 
victory,  when  the  Temple 
candelabra  was  relit,  only  enough 
holy  oil  for  one  day  was  found. 
However,  due  to  a  miracle  the  oil 
burned  for  eight  days  until 
additional  supplies  could  be  found. 


In  the  ceremony  itself,  after  the 
first  candle  is  lit  by  the  male  head  of 
the  household  one  more  candle  is  lit 
each  night  until  all  eight  candles  are 
burning.  These  candles  are  always 
lit  by  a  ninth  candle,  the  shamash, 
which  has  its  own  special  holder  in 
the  menorah.  With  the  lighting  of 
the  candles,  special  prayers  are 
recited,  and  the  menorah 
traditionally  is  to  be  placed  in  a 
window  so  that  passersby  can  join 
in  the  celebration.  Also  associated 
with  the  ceremony  are  the  singing 
of  songs,  exchanging  gifts,  playing 
games,  and  eating  special  foods 
such  as  potato  pancakes,  latkes. 


by  Rosie  Booth 


The  Delta  wind  howls  across  the 
dark  December  landscape.  Alone  in 
a  room  lit  only  by  the  fire  on  my 
hearth,  I  hear  another  year  exiting 
quietly.  Sipping  on  some  holiday 
cheer,  I  should  be  the  picture  of 
relaxation  and  contentment. 

Instead,  I  sit  immobile  in  my 
rocking  chair,  waiting  for  my 
inevitable  visitor.  Tension  mounts 
as  I  detect  a  shadowy  form 
approaching  in  the  dusk.  A  great 
gust  of  wind  blows  open  the  door  to 
reveal  my  annual  uninvited  guest. 

"So-o-o,"  says  the  Ghost  of 
Resolutions  Past,  skipping  the 
formality  of  a  proper  greeting,  "here 
you  are  again,  probably  unprepared 
for  this  year's  audit.  OK.  Let's  have  a 
look  at  your  1979  Resolutions 
Return." 

Glumly,  I  hand  over  the  form. 

"Humpf!"  a  scowl  spreads  over 
his  transparent  features. 
"RESOLUTION  1.  I  WILL  LOSE  5 
LBS   THIS  YEAR  ...  I  see  grave 
evidence  of  your  lack  of  will  power 
here." 

"But  I  did  loses  lbs,"  I  say, 
lamely 

"That  was  last  March,"  he 
howled.  "By  September  you 
weighed  7  lbs.  more  than  you  did 
last  January  1.  That's  a  net  gain  of  2 
lbs.  for  the  year.  What  do  you  have 
to  say  to  that?" 


"It  could  be  worse?"  By  now,  I'm 
really  morose. 

"RESOLUTION  2.  I  WILL  STAY 
WITHIN  MY  BUDGET  .  .  .  What  a 
laugh!  How  can  anybody  take  you 
seriously  when  attached  as  Schedule 
A  is  a  sheaf  of  bills  so  thick  it  would 
choke  a  goat!" 

"Well,  you  .  .  .  you  see,"  I 
stammer,  "I  got  a  raise  this  year 
and  .  .  ." 

"And  you  blew  it  as  usual.  Don't 
you  know  that  the  rate  of  inflation 
is  higher  than  the  small  percent  of 
your  raise,  you  dummy?" 

"Is  that  my  fault?"  I  say,  tears 
spilling  onto  my  BankAmericard 
bill. 

"And  what  about  RESOLUTION 
3.  I  WILL  DO  A  KIND  DEED  EVERY 
DAY.  There  are  only  ten  listed  here 
Ten  out  of  365?" 

"Kindness  takes  time,  and  1  stay 
to  busy  ...  I  just  don't  know  where 
this  year  has  gone,"  I  sob. 

"Stop  your  blubbering.  Get  hold 
of  yourself.  There's  nothing  you  can 
do  about  it  now  with  only  six  hours 
of  1979  left." 

"But  I  have  all  of  1980  to 
improve,  don't  1?  Please,  please  .  .  ." 
I  am  reduced  to  begging  once  again 
for  just  a  little  more  time. 

"You're  just  like  all  the  rest,"  he 
sneered  "Think  you've  got  all  the 
time  in  the  world.  I  can't  promise 


you  how  much  you  really  have,"  he 
says,  conscious  of  his  power  over 
me,  "but  you  can  count  on  1980 
After  that,  we'll  have  to  see  " 

"Oh,  thank  you,  thank  you.  I'll  do 
better.  See,  I'm  already  working  on 
next  year's  resolutions  " 

The  ghost  throws  my  1979 
resolutions  Into  the  fireplace. 

"See  how  quickly  the  fire 
consumes  your  unfulfilled  good 
intentions?"  He  pauses  for  dramatic 
effect.  "This  time  next  year  will 
arrive  faster  than  you  think" 

The  look  he  gives  me  enforces  my 
resolve  not  to  let  another  year  slip 
by.  The  ghost  says  no  goodby.  The 
chill  in  the  air  leaves  with  him.  The 
door  slams  shut. 

I  heave  a  sigh  of  relief  and  down 
my  drink.  After  a  few  minutes  of 
rocking  before  the  fire,  I  reach  for 
some  Christmas  candy,  hoping  I  can 
still  fit  into  my  New  Year's  Eve  party 
dress.  At  least  I  didn't  have  to  show 
him  the  bill  for  that.  It  won't  turn  up 
on  BankAmericard  until  January 

Meanwhile,  I've  got  to  finish  this 
list  of  resolutions! 


Rosie  Booth  is  a  free-lance  writer 
and  a  graduate  student  majoring  in 
history  at  Delta  State  University. 
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Hannah  sat  at  the  table  and 
watched  as  her  grandson  dumped 
his  untouched  cereal  and  milk  into 
the  garbage  disposal  and  grabbed 
his  books  from  the  kitchen  counter. 
She  blinked  and  lifted  the 
silvery-framed  thick  lens  higher  and 
closer  to  her  pale  gray  eyes  as  she 
blotted  the  drops  of  milk  which  had 
sloshed  when  Bernie  pushed  against 
the  table.  Luckily,  the  tiny  blue 
petals  of  the  floral  pattern  in  the 
new  dress  masked  the  stains.  She 
wished  Certa  didn't  mind  her 
coming  to  breakfast  in  the 
comfortable  robe  hanging  in  the 
closet  upstairs.  But,  thank  Cod,  at 
least  Marc  still  wanted  the  family 
together  at  mealtime. 

"Momma,  'bye,"  Marc  said.  He 
touched  her  shoulder,  his  face 
already  showing  his  aloofness  from 
home  problems,  as  he  turned  from 
Certa's  wifely  kiss.  Dressed  in  his 
light  grey  pinstriped  suit  and 
carrying  the  flat  briefcase  which 
snapped  itself  shut,  he  hurried  out 
the  door  to  the  car.  Bernie  squirmed 
from  his  mother's  embrace  and 
followed,  his  short  eight-year-old 
legs  struggling  to  match  his  father's 
pace. 

"Better  he  should  eat  a  good 
breakfast,"  Hannah  said.  "Just  like 
Nathan  always  in  a  hurry  yet." 

She  saw  Certa's  lips  compress 
into  a  grimace  of  forbearance  and 
knew  that  she  must  have  lapsed  into 
the  old  speech  pattern  as  she  often 
did  these  days.  Maybe  today  she 
had  done  so  because  of  the 
nightmare.  It  had  come  again  last 
night.  She  had  awakened,  first 
paralyzed,  then  shaking  with  terror. 
Had  she  screamed,  as  she  had  in  the 
early  morning  hours  when  the  blond 
young  men  wearing  the  hated  arm 
bands  dragged  Nathan  from  her?  Or 
was  the  scream  only  imagined?  The 
image  of  Nathan,  his  head  bloodied 
and  his  eyes  glazing,  had  lingered 
Sleep  had  not  come  again,  even 
though  she  closed  her  eyes  and 
tried  to  recall  the  days  more  than 
thirty  years  past  when  she  and 
Nathan  had  not  known  of  the 
horrors  to  come. 

Certa  had  made  it  plain  that  she 
wanted  no  mention  of  those  days. 
Marc,  who  had  been  so  stupefied  at 
the  sudden  change  in  his  young  life 
when  she  took  him  and  followed 
Nathan's  plan,  never  spoke  with  her 
about  them  now. 


"Momma,  stay  away  from  her," 
he  had  told  her  a  few  days  ago  after 
she  had  lunch  with  Helga   Helga, 
who  had  not  got  away  soon  enough 
and  who  limped  from  the 
experiments  by  the  doctors  at 
Belsen. 

Since  Marc  and  Certa  had  stopped 
going  to  the  synagogue  Hannah  had 
been  walking  with  Helga  to  hear  the 
rabbi    Had  they  talked  yesterday  of 
the  death  of  Helga's  mother  who 
along  with  the  others  had  been 
thrown  into  a  well  while  still  alive 
and  then  covered  with  gravel'  Or 
had  the  dream  also  brought  that 
terrifying  memory? 

Marc  had  never  liked  being  with 
Helga.  "Momma,"  he  said  often  in 
the  years  Hannah  helped  at  the 
store.  "You'll  never  know  English  if 
you  don't  use  it."  But  with  Helga 
she  could  use  the  comfortable  tones 
and  gestures  of  the  old  ways,  or  not 
speak  at  all,  and  be  understood 

Marc  had  had  the  time  then  to 
talk  with  her  about  plans  for  the 
shop.  But  since  he  had  taken 
Simon's  son  as  a  partner  and  had 
shortened  his  name  and  the  store's 
name  his  manner  toward  her  was 
different.  How  could  a  son  change 
his  father's  name?  What's  with 
names,  already?  This  was  America, 
wasn't  it?  She  didn't  remember  if 
she  had  spoken  the  words  or  only 
felt  the  affront  and  dismav. 

"Get  him  to  America,"  Nathan 
had  said.  "Simon  will  hejp   Hell  be 
proud  of  his  brother's  son." 

And  Simon  had  helped   He  took 
them  in  when  they  reached  the 
mid-western  city  where  he  lived.  He 
managed  the  sale  of  the  gems  which 
Nathan  had  decided  to  risk  keeping. 
From  Hamburg  to  Lubeck  to 
Rotterdam  and  onto  the  ship, 
Hannah  had  concealed  them. 
Sometimes  Marc  clutched  them 
inside  a  tattered  and  sticky 
handkerchief  and,  following  her 
instructions,  wiped  his  nose  as  he 
clung  to  his  mother. 

The  money  from  the  diamonds 
had  provided  for  them  until  Marc, 
grown  and  educated,  could  follow 
the  Reubenstein  family  trade  of 
setting  and  selling  other  jewels  in 
his  own  place  of  business 

The  store,  so  small  when  he 
started,  was  no  larger  than  the 
house  beside  it.  Hannah  had  not 

continued  on  page  24 
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As  the  sun  rises  over  the  Grand 
Village  of  the  Natchez  Indians,  all 
members  of  the  tribe  plunge  into 
the  chilly  waters  of  St.  Catherine 
Creek  in  order  to  complete  the 
ritual  cleansing.  Everyone  prefers 
the  cold  water  to  the  tepid  summer 
stream,  even  when,  as  on  this  chill 
January  day,  a  thin  film  of  ice  forms 
along  the  banks  and  the  children 
splash  and  shout,  partly  to  keep 
warm  and  partly  to  keep  the 
alligators  away. 

Ordinarily,  commoners  do  not 
mingle  with  the  nobles  but  as  the 
men  come  out  of  the  water,  the 
Great  Sun  begins  to  approach  one 
of  the  common  people.  The 
commoner  begins  repeating  "Hou! 
Hou!  Hou!"  as  the  Great  Sun  walks 
toward  him,  then  they  stop  for  a 
short  conversation.  As  the  Great 
Sun  falls  silent,  the  commoner 
begins  to  back  away,  once  more 
repeating  "Hou!  Hou!  Hou!"  until 
the  Great  Sun  is  out  of  his  sight. 

Today  is  to  be  the  funeral  of  the 
Great  Sun's  brother,  the  Tattooed 
Serpent,  who  has  lain  in  state  in  his 
own  dwelling  for  the  past  three 
days,  giving  his  spirit  plenty  of  time 
to  leave  the  body.  The  spirit, 
however,  will  linger  on  until  the 
body  is  interred  and  other  spirits 
accompany  it  into  the  other  world. 

Immediately  after  the  ritual  of 
bathing,  the  priests  bring  the  body 
to  the  temple,  as  two  of  the 
Tattooed  Serpent's  wives  kneel  at 
the  door  and  the  warriors  step 
forward  to  strangle  them  with  a 
cord  slipped  over  their  heads.  One 
by  one,  his  other  wives  and  servants 
offer  themselves  to  accompany  the 
Tattooed  Serpent  into  the  spirit 
world.  As  he  had  others  to  attend  to 
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his  every  need  in  life,  so  he  must 
also  have  them  in  death. 

During  the  funeral,  social  class  is 
set  aside;  women  sit  with  men  and 
nobles  with  the  commoners.  They 
bury  the  Tattooed  Serpent  with 
three  of  his  wives  inside  the  temple, 
but  the  others  must  be  interred 
outside.  Several  months  later  their 
bones  will  be  dug  up  and  placed  in 
a  chest  which  remains  before  the 
sacrificial  altar.  Then,  mourners  will 
have  to  come  and  perform  their 
duties  at  least  once  a  year. 

Such  was  life  among  the  Natchez 
Indians  perhaps  five  hundred  years 
ago.  It's  easy  to  see  why  the  early 
explorers  were  both  horrified  and 
fascinated  by  tribal  customs,  but 
despite  such  elaborate  ceremonies 
and  their  strange  social  order,  it's 
unlikely  the  entire  tribe  ever 
numbered  more  than  3,500  —  and 
some  historians  claim  that  to  be  a 
generous  estimate. 

A  small  minority  of  this  small 
tribe  consisted  of  the  Aristocrats, 
technically  classified  as  Suns, 
Nobles,  and  Honored  People,  but 
the  vast  majority  of  the  3,000  or  so 
Natchez  Indians  were  commoners 
often  referred  to  by  the  exact 
scientific  name  of  Stinkards. 
However,  the  Natchez  never 
practiced  a  rigid  caste  system.  Any 
member  of  the  tribe  could  rise  into 
the  next  caste  by  performing  an  act 
of  bravery,  while  all  members  of  the 
upper  classes  had  to  marry  a 
commoner.  That  sounds  fair  enough 
on  the  surface,  but  the  advantage 
always  lay  with  the  nobles.  A 
female  Sun  could  divorce  her 
husband  at  will,  or  even  have  him 
killed  if  he  proved  unfaithful,  but 
the  man  who  married  into  the  upper 


ranks  could  do  nothing  if  his  wife 
proved  untrue  to  him.  The  children 
of  female  nobles  were  always  born 
into  their  mother's  rank,  but  the 
children  of  males  always  declined 
one  rank. 

The  Great  Sun  was  said  to  be 
descended  from  a  man  who  came 
down  from  the  heavens  bringing  the 
sacred  fire  at  the  very  beginning  of 
the  world.  However,  the  fire  giver 
only  stayed  long  enough  to  choose 
his  successor  —  then  turned  himself 
into  a  large  black  stone  which  stood 
at  the  center  of  the  village.  It  was 
the  duty  of  the  Great  Sun  to  make 
sure  the  sacred  fire  never  went  out, 
and  as  long  as  he  performed  this 
duty,  all  the  people  deferred  to  him. 
(If  not,  they  sacrificed  him.) 
However,  no  member  of  the 
immediate  family  of  the  Great  Sun 
was  qualified  to  succeed  him  to  the 
office;  that  honor  fell  to  the  son  of 
his  sister.  Once  the  Great  Sun  came 
to  power,  he  was  said  to  nave 
absolute  authority,  yet  a  wise  one 
always  deferred  to  the  warriors' 
council. 

Even  though  early  explorers 
spoke  in  awed  tones  of  the  society 
of  the  Natchez,  they  still  came  to 
the  tragic  end  which  befell  so  many 
Indians.  It  began  in  the  late  17th 
century  when  British  traders  began 
to  push  into  Natchez  territory.  By 
1724,  the  Natchez  decided  that, 
with  the  aid  of  other  tribes,  they 
could  drive  out  all  European 
interlopers,  particularly  the  French. 
Sporadic  rebellion  flickered  across 
the  land,  but  the  real  trouble  came 
in  1729  in  what  future  historians 
would  refer  to  as  the  "Great 
Natchez  Conspiracy."  The  Lower 
Mississippi  was  plunged  into  a 


blood  bath  at  which  time  the 
Natchez  captured  Ft  Rosalie, 
killing  250  men  and  taking  over 
three  hundred  women  and  children 
captive  in  the  process. 

As  often  happend  in  Indian 
warfare,  this  proved  to  be  only  a 
temporary  victory,  and  one  that 
proved  far  more  costly  than  it  was 
worth.  Aided  by  Choctaw  allies, 
fresh  French  troops  from  New 
Orleans  retaliated,  virtually 
exterminating  the  entire  Natchez 
tribe.  Of  the  few  that  survived,  most 
were  later  sold  as  slaves,  though 
some  made  their  way  to  the 
Chickasaws  or  other  nearby  tribes. 

That  was  the  end  of  Natchez 
society,  and  even  the  names  of 
Great  Suns  and  Tattooed  Serpents 
faded  from  the  pages  of  history.  A 
few  of  their  descendants  (nearly  all 
of  mixed  blood)  survive  in 
northeastern  Oklahoma,  but  most 
people  today  never  even  heard  of 
the  Natchez  Indians,  and  of  those 
who  did,  most  of  them  would 
probably  be  surprised  to  learn  the 
historical  marker  on  the  site  of  the 
Grand  Village  of  former  days  stands 
just  off  Jefferson  Davis  Boulevard  in 
the  city  which  bears  the  tribal 
name. 


Wally  Kennicutt  of  Warrenton, 
Missouri,  is  an  Arkansas  Stafe 
University  graduate.  During  his 
student  days  tiiere  he  became 
particularly  interested  in  the 
Indians  of  the  South.  An  earlier 
article,  "The  Dreaded  Murrell 
Gang"  appeared  in  the  Winter 
1978-79  issue  of  Delta  Scene. 
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Permit  to  March 
continued  from  page  21 

given  in  to  Marc  when  he  wanted  to 
sell  the  home  which  had  become 
their  property  even  before  they  left 
Germany.  Nathan  had  not  minded 
Simon  investing  Hannah's  family 
inheritance  in  real  estate  near 
Simon's  home.  If  only  he  had 
listened  to  his  brother  on  Simon's 
last  visit  as  he  urged  him  to  leave 
his  homeland.  But,  shrugging  his 
already  stooped  shoulders,  Nathan 
had  shaken  his  head. 

"Plans  we've  made  already,"  he 
said. 

Who  could  have  known  the 
change  would  come  so  soon?  First, 
the  rocks  crashing  through  the 
windows  of  the  shop  and  the  house 
Later,  the  pounding  on  the  door  and 
the  blows  on  Nathan's  head  by  the 
young  men  so  proudly  flaunting  the 
significant  arm  bands. 

Three  precious  stones  from 
Reuben's  Jewelry  sparkled  on 
Hannah's  fingers  as  she  rose  from 
the  table  and  stood  hesitantly.  She 
had  learned  not  to  expect  the 
impulsive  good-bye  hug  which 


Bernie  had  once  given  her  each 
morning.  He  seldom  spoke  to  her 
these  days.  It  was  as  if  he  knew  that 
she  had  overheard  Ross 
MacDougal,  his  school  friend,  say, 
"Your  grandmother  talks  funny." 
And  that  he  had  snickered  and 
mimicked  her  accent  along  with 
him.  That  was  the  night  he  had 
persuaded  Marc  to  take  him  to 
school  each  morning.  He  did  not 
like  to  ride  the  bus  which  this  year 
was  so  crowded  with  children  from 
another  area  of  the  city. 

"Why  don't  they  stay  where  they 
belong?"  he  protested.  And  neither 
Marc  nor  Gerta  had  given  an 
answer.  They  agreed  that  next  year 
he  would  go  to  another  school. 

No  need  to  ask  Gerta  if  she  needed 
help.  Every  electrical  appliance 
anyone  could  need  was  in  her 
house.  Only  last  week  Simon  had 
sent  a  shining  microwave  oven  from 
his  wholesale  warehouse. 

Hannah's  own  room  on  the 
second  floor  was  kept  spotless  by 
Gerta's  cleaning  woman. 

"Won't  you  miss  Guess  Again  on 
TV?" 

Hannah  knew  from  the  tone  in 


Gerta's  voice  that  she  wanted  her 
out  of  the  kitchen.  She  hadn't  told 
Marc  or  Gerta  how  little  she  really 
cared  about  the  programs  of  games 
and  faked  situations.  To  replace  her 
talks  with  Helga  she  had  begun  to 
listen  to  the  half  hour  program  of 
morning  news.  She  liked  to  hear 
what  was  happening  in  the  city 
where  she  had  lived  for  more  than 
thirty  years  next  door  to  the  store. 

No  one  could  hear  or  criticize  her 
halting  English  as  she  muttered  in 
reply  to  the  young  newscaster. 
"Enough  already,"  she  could  say 
and  push  the  control  when  he 
began  news  of  the  city  government. 
"Politics  I  can  do  without." 

The  icy  jewels  glowed  in  the 
streak  of  morning  sunlight  slanting 
through  the  front  window  as  she  put 
her  hand  on  the  balustrade  before 
climbing  the  stairs.  Last  night's 
wakefulness  had  drained  her 
strength  and  she  felt  her  legs 
tremble  and  her  heart  begin  to 
pound  before  she  reached  the  top 
step. 

She  glanced  at  the  open  travel  case 
as  she  went  into  her  room.  The 
shoes  which  she  and  Gerta  had 
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argued  about  in  the  store,  their 
voices  high  and  strident,  were 
already  packed. 

"Momma  Reuben,  you're  not  on 
your  feet  all  day.  You  don't  need 
arch  supports  and  those  heavy 
heels." 

"Peasant  clogs,"  she  overheard 
her  call  them  to  Marc. 

Certa's  feet  and  ankles  were  slim, 
and  like  her  face,  were  a  deep  tan 
from  the  time  spent  lying  in  the  sun 
after  her  nose  surgery. 

On  top  of  the  shoes  she  would 
place  the  light-weight  dresses  with 
the  matching  hip-length  jackets. 
But  after  she  listened  to  the  news. 
Such  a  waste  to  buy  new  outfits 
when  she  would  only  wear  them  in 
her  room  or  as  she  would  sit  in  the 
lobby  of  the  hotel.  Each  year  she 
cared  less  about  sitting  in  the 
Florida  sun. 

She  pushed  on  the  television  set 
and  sank  into  the  cushions  of  the 
chair  so  carefully  chosen  by  Certa. 
Already  she  had  missed  her  favorite 
portion  of  the  broadcast  and 
reached  to  switch  off  the  program . 
As  she  faced  the  screen  she  heard 
"  —  permit  to  march  issued,"  and 
saw  the  exulting  smile  on  the  face 
of  a  young  man  before  the  screen 
was  filled  with  the  flashing  insignia 
of  the  band  on  his  arm.  Her  hand 
was  shaking  and  she  was  already 
moaning,  "Nathan,  oh  God! 
Nathan,"  as  she  turned  off  the  set. 

On  the  blank  screen  she  seemed 
to  see  friends  and  family  as  she  had 
seen  them  so  long  ago.  The  image 
of  Nathan  merged  with  their  pale 
and  despairing  features  as  they 
appeared  on  a  background  of 
scenes  which,  until  now,  had  been 
denied  recollection. 

The  sun's  brightness  left  the 
window  by  the  stairs  and  moved 
toward  the  front  of  the  house. 
Through  its  hourly  climb  and 
descent  Hannah  sat  staring,  her 
hands  clutching  the  soft  arms  of  the 
chair  as  if  they  held  for  her  safety 
which  had  not  been  available  for 
Nathan.  She  did  not  move  or  raise 
her  eyes  at  the  knock  on  the  door. 

"Momma."  Marc's  voice.  Or  was 
it  Nathan's?  "Momma,  your  place  is 
empty.  Come,  eat."  He  passed  her 
chair  and  switched  on  the  light. 

"You're  not  finished  packing."  His 
voice  held  the  placating  tone  he 
used  when  Certa  was  not  present. 


"Certa  can  help  you  after  dinner. 
The  plane  doesn't  leave  till  nearly 
nine." 

He  half  lifted  her  from  the  chair 
and  guided  her  through  the  door. 
Like  an  automaton  she  shuffled 
beside  him  down  the  stairs  and 
stood  by  the  window.  The  heavy 
brocade  draperies  had  not  been 
drawn  and  through  the  wide  pane 
the  faint  glow  of  dusk  was  not  yet 
diminished  by  the  light  from  the 
chandelier  in  the  adjoining  room 
where  Certa  and  Bernie  waited. 

"Momma,  let's  go."  Impatience 
sharpened  Marc's  voice. 

He  turned  toward  the  lighted 
room.  But  Hannah,  her  body  rigid, 
stood  staring  as  she  motioned 
wordlessly  toward  the  outside. 

In  the  street  Marc  saw  the 
revolving  lights  of  a  patrol  car. 
Behind  it  came  a  small  group  of 
men  their  legs  kept  stiff  and  unbent 
as  they  raised  and  lowered  them  in 
marching  formation.  He  heard  their 
raucous  and  rhythmic  chant  of  hate 
and  saw  the  clockwise  angles 
emblazoned  on  the  bands  around 
their  upraised  arms. 

As  the  shouts  grew  louder  and 
more  shrill  he  saw  a  figure  at  the 
back  of  the  group  stoop  and  fling  an 
object  toward  the  house.  A  vague 
but  familiar  feeling  stirred  in  his 
memory  as  he  heard  the  crack  of 
shattering  glass.  He  turned  to  speak 
to  Hannah  and  felt  her  weight 
against  him  as  she  slumped  to  the 
floor.  She  clung  to  Marc's  arm  as  he 
bent  over  her.  The  pale  eyes  still 
stared  and  her  voice  was  a  strangled 
gasp,  "No  permit  —  don't  — ".  Her 
eyes  closed  and  her  hands  loosened 
their  grasp. 

Outside  the  shouting  subsided. 
Behind  its  protective  escort  the 
assemblage  of  marchers  moved  past 
the  house  and  the  sound  of  the 
cadence  of  their  goosesteps 
receded  Marc,  kneeling  beside 
Hannah,  felt  for  her  heartbeat  and 
found  it  as  still  and  as  silent  as  the 
empty  street. 


Inez  Holladav  Romine  is  a  resident 
of  Greenville  and  a  graduate  of 
Delta  State  University.  She  is 
currently  a  teacher  with  the 
Greenville  Public  School  System. 


The  Crown 
Restaurant 

And 
The  Antique 

Mall 

Good  food  served  in  an 

authentic  country 

English  Setting. 


Indianola,  Miss 


887-2522 


cottonlondiQ 

museum 

Cottonlandia  is  the  history  of  the 
South  ...  the  land  and  the  people  who 
lived  on  it,  worked  it,  fought  for  It 
and  lie  buried  in  it.  From  lOJXK)  B.C. 
to  the  present,  their  history  is  tangi- 
ble here. 

Located  in  Greenwood  in  the  heart 
of  the  Mississippi  Delta  on  Highway 
82  West,  Cottonlandia  Is  open  from 
10  a.m.  to  5  p.m.,  Tuesday  through 
Friday,  and  2  p.m.  to  5  p.m.,  Satur- 
day and  Sunday.  (Closed  Mondays 
and  major  holidays.)  Groups  and 
tours  are  welcome,  but  we  ask  that 
you  make  reservations  in  advance. 


m 


Cottonlandia  Museun, 

H>»y.  82  W.  Greenwood,  MS  38930.  (601)4530925. 

Co-sponsored  Mississippi  DepaftmentorTourism. 
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A  5PEEIAL 
GtiRISTMAS  PLAEE 


Let  us  help  you  select  a 
Christmas  basket  filled 
with  our  jellies,  jams  and 
homemade  fudge.  We  also 
also  have  gift  tins  of 
Famous  Amos  Chocolate 
Chip  Cookies. 


Featuring  a  selection  of 

•Christmas  Decorations 

•Ornaments 

•Candles 

•Wreaths 

•Ribbons 

•Stocking  Staffers 


JONES 

JONES  LIMITED 

fcl3  MAW  ST. 


RG/^D  THI9  HD 


Thank  you.  We  need  to  tell  you  about  our  new 
computer.  It's  part  of  the  2nd  largest  computer 
system  in  the  country,  and  it's  faster,  more 
accurate,  and  more  knowledgeable  than  we 
could  hope  to  be,  even  with  our  experience. 

It  can  tell  us  in  a  flash  what  shows  are  on 
Broadway,  who's  in  Las  Vegas,  how  the  weather 
is  at  the  L.A.  airport,  or  what  the  dollar's  worth  in 
Japan.  But,  best  of  all,  it  can  inform  us  about 
fares  and  availability  of  space  on  any  airline  with 
no  delay.  It  can  even  write  out  your  ticket  and 
itenerary  in  a  second.  It  can  do  all  this  free  of 
charge  —  because  travel  agents  get  a  commis- 
sion directly  from  the  airlines  and  most  hotels. 

Call  378-8974  or  come  by  our  office  in 
downtown  Greenville  at  308  Washington  Avenue. 

MAINSTREAM  TRAVEL 

Margaret  &  Charles  Dyar 


Forum 

continued  from  page  4 

of  history  as  a  real  force  in  modern 
society,  and  explains  the  whys  and 
wherefores  of  many  important 
contemporary  events  which  have 
affected  the  course  of  recent  United 
States  development,  abroad  and  at 
home.  The  book  is  a  joy  to  read, 
regardless  of  one's  preferences,  and 
as  Henry  Steele  Commager 
observed,  is  "An  important 
contribution  to  our  history." 

The  second  book  which  is  so 
appealing  (and  one  of  the  all-time 
best  sellers)  is  A  Distant  Mirror:  The 
Calamitous  14th  Century  hy 
two-time  Pulitzer  Prize  winner 
Barbara  W.  Tuchman.  This  is  one  of 
those  rare  works  of  literature,  an 
historical  account  which  obviously 
appeals  to  a  vast  and  cosmopolitan 
audience.  One  reviewer  has 
suggested  in  fact  that  this  effort  by 
Mrs.  Tuchman  "...may  well  reach  a 
larger  audience  than  any  other 
serious  work  of  history  published  in 
our  time..."  What  makes  it  so 
appealing?  As  the  title  implies,  the 
book  shows  how  modern  society 
and  events  are  reflected  in  the 
society  and  events  of  the  most 
important  century  of  the  Middle 
Ages.  By  tracing  the  life  of  one 
individual  during  the  14th  century, 
Mrs.  Tuchman  tells  her  readers  what 
it  was  "really  like"  and  graphically 
demonstrates  that  human  beings 
have  not  changed  significantly,  that 
mankind  will  make  a  better  world 
despite  a  seemingly  gloomy  future. 
Revealing  that  the  14th  century  was 
probably  the  worst  in  the  record  of 
mankind,  Mrs.  Tuchman  notes  that 
"If  our  last  decade  or  two  of 
collapsing  assumptions  has  been  a 
period  of  unusual  discomfort,  it  is 
reassuring  to  know  that  the  human 
species  has  lived  through  worse 
before."  One  actually  feels  "better" 
after  reading  this  book. 

So  I  urge  DELTA  SCENE  readers 
not  to  despair  during  the  gloomy, 
rainy,  cold  months  to  come.  Just  get 
some  good  books  and  join  me  in  the 
most  self-rewarding  of  activities, 
reading.  After  all,  good  books  are 
one  of  man's  greatest,  and  most 
permanent,  treasures. 

«%• 
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I  Remember  Carrie 
continued  from  page  13 

She  told  so  many  stories  about 
"haints"  sailing  around  in  the  night, 
always  after  midnight,  I  started 
wanting  my  bedroom  windows 
closed.  After  that  my  father  had  a 
talk  with  Carrie,  telling  her, 
probably  for  the  hundredth  time, 
that  there  were  no  "haints"  and  that 
people  needed  fresh  air.  He  never 
did  persuade  her  to  open  even  one 
tiny  crack  in  her  doors  or  windows 
but  she  told  me,  "Haints  don't 
bother  white  folks."  These 
mysterious  "haints"  evidently  didn't 
know  that  it  was  unlawful  to 
discriminate. 

Carrie's  official  title  was  cook  and 
she  reigned  supreme  over  the  large, 
black  iron  stove  in  our  kitchen. 
During  the  winter  months  she 
seldom  let  the  fire  go  out.  At  night 
she  knew  just  how  to  bank  the  fire 
down  with  ashes  so  the  next 
morning  she  could  "stir  up  dis  here 
fire  in  a  hurry"  to  get  breakfast. 
There  was  no  temperature  gauge  or 
control  on  this  ancient  range,  but 
Carrie  controlled  her  cooking  by 
firing  up  and  banking  down  to  a 
perfection  that  modern  cooks 
would  envy.  Many  mouth-watering 
dishes  came  out  of  Carrie's  kitchen. 
Two  that  I  remember  best  were 
biscuits  and  baked  sweet  potatoes. 

"Ain't  fit  fer  nuthin"  was  Carrie's 
opinion  of  "sto-bought"  light  bread 
and  it  "sho  don't  stick  to  yo  ribs 
worth  nuthin."  We  didn't  use 
much  of  this  "sto-bought"  variety, 
but  my  mother  did  insist  that  we 
carry  sandwiches  to  school  made  of 
this  "good  fer  nuthin"  stuff.  If  it  had 
been  left  to  Carrie  we  would  have 
had  lunches  of  biscuits  with  bacon 
in  the  middle  and  sweet  potatoes, 
which  we  would  have  liked  better 
and  would  probably  have  been 
more  nourishing.  Carrie  made  light 
fluffy  biscuits:  first  the  flour  was  put 
in  a  large  bowl;  then  soda,  baking 
powder  and  salt  (a  dab  of  each)  was 
mixed  into  the  flour  by  hand  (and  I 
don't  mean  with  a  spoon  in  a  hand); 
next,  a  lump  of  lard  about  the  size 
of  a  hen  egg  was  put  in  the  middle 
in  a  hole  fashioned  with  Carrie's 
hand;  then  buttermilk  was  poured 
over  the  lard  and  worked  in  by 
hand,  squeezed  through  Carrie's 
capable  fingers,  gradually  working 
in  all  the  flour.  I  was  almost  grown 


before  I  read  of  cutting  shortening 
into  flour  before  adding  the  liquid 
but  no  carefully  measured  recipe 
biscuits  baked  in  temperature 
controlled  ovens  could  ever  be  as 
luscious  tasting  as  Carrie's. 

Home  from  school  on  cold  winter 
afternoons,  I  was  treated  with  a 
warm  baked  sweet  potato.  These 
potatoes  baked  at  noon  were  kept 
warm  for  us  by  Carrie  in  the 
warming  oven,  high  up  over  the 
stove  around  the  stove  pipe.  We'd 
sit  at  the  kitchen  table  and  eat  the 
potatoes  in  our  hands  "cause  ain't 
no  use  to  mess  up  no  mo  dishes  fo 
supper  time".  We'd  peel  the  skin 
back  and  spread  a  dab  of  butter  on 
each  bite.  Nothing  could  have 
tasted  better. 

Carrie's  love  for  fishing  was  as 
intense  as  her  fear  of  "haints"  and 
she  easily  taught  my  brother  and  me 
to  like  this  pasttime.  She  would  tell 
us  (out  of  mother's  hearing)  that  if 
mother  would  let  her  she  would 
take  us  fishing.  Of  course,  we  would 
pester  my  mother  until  she  was  glad 
to  let  us  go  even  though  that  left  her 
with  the  house  work  and  babies  to 
tend.  There  were  several  fishing 
spots  within  a  mile  of  our  house, 
and  we  would  walk  along  following 
Carrie  through  fields  and  woods, 
listening  to  stories  about  catching 
fish.  Carrie  always  decided  where 
we  would  fish  by  the  moon  and 
other  mysterious  signs  that  only  she 
knew  how  to  interpret.  We  never 
caught  many  fish  but  surely  had  a 
grand  time  splashing  our  poles  up 
and  down  in  the  water,  climbing 
trees  along  the  bank,  walking  on 
logs,  catching  frogs  and  baby 
turtles,  and  sometimes  even 
managing  to  fall  in  accidently  on 
purpose.  Carrie  sat  on  the  bank,  half 
asleep,  with  several  poles  —  one  for 
catfish,  one  for  perch,  one  for 
buffalo,  and  one  for  anything  that 
took  a  notion  to  bite.  We  baited  our 
hooks  with  earth  worms  (which  we 
had  dug  out  by  the  barn)  being  sure 
to  hide  the  hook  inside  the  worm  so 
the  "fish  can't  see  it"  and  spit  on  the 
bait.  Carrie  had  to  do  all  the  spitting 
"cause  it  took  bacca  spit"  to  attract 
fish  and  she  wouldn't  let  us  have 
any  of  her  snuff  so  we  could  make 
our  own  spit.  Sometimes  we'd  throw 
pebbles  at  Carrie's  corks  to  wake  her 
up  and  make  her  think  she  had  a 

continued  on  page  30 
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Enjoy  the 

floats, 

Leland's 


Member  FDIC 
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8HACKS 

They  stood  throughout  the  Delta,  and  in  nearly 
every  southern  state. 

A  sort  of  trademark  deep  in  Dixie,  slowly  fading 
as  of  late. 

They  were  home  to  those  who  lived  here  in  those 
golden  days  of  yore. 

But  with  the  times  so  quickly  passing  you  hardly 
see  them  anymore. 

Yet  in  that  time  of  dark  depression,  of  wars,  and 
pain,  and  strife. 

They  housed  those  who  were  struggling,  they  were 
just  a  way  of  life. 

I've  heard  so  many  stories  told  of  living  in  those 
shacks; 

Of  love,  and  of  laughter  in  that  pile  of  wood  and 
cracks. 

Grandma  and  Grandpa,  aunts  and  uncles  and  the  like 

Have  taken  me  through  time,  reliving  their  memories 
if  I  might. 

Where  I  can  feel  the  sun  that's  shining  in  a  place 
I've  never  been, 

Where  I  can  become  a  part  of  everything  surrounding 
there  and  then. 

Yes,  I  can  see  the  fire  that's  burning  in  the 
fireplace  when  it's  cold; 

Aware  of  the  cracks  where  the  draft  blows  in  through 
the  walls  so  thin  and  old. 

To  rise  before  the  sun  does,  making  pathway  to  the 
field. 

Hard  and  honest  work  was  the  virtue  it  instilled. 

When  a  chance  to  rest  in  the  shade  of  the  willow 
tree  we'd  sneak 

And  drink  from  the  pump  where  the  water  flows,  or  cool 
ourselves  in  the  creek. 

Then  to  feed  the  chickens  and  milk  the  cow  before 
the  day  is  done. 

And  after  supper  to  sit  there  on  the  front  porch 
'neath  the  setting  sun. 

Though  money  was  hard  to  come  by,  there  was  always 
strength  in  love. 

And  at  bedtime,  kneeling  gently,  all  would  thank 
the  Lord  above. 

Perhaps  you  find  a  moment  now  to  gaze  upon  your 
past 

And  to  share  with  those  who  love  you,  for  time  goes 
by  so  fast. 

Indeed,  I  am  so  grateful  for  the  chance  with  them 
to  gaze 

Upon  those  years,  that  life  in  Dixie,  in  those 
younger  southern  days. 

Watching  now  this  modern  world  I  live  in,  the  many 
problems  that  persist 

For  you  whose  memory  relives  that  time,  those  old 
shacks  will  sure  be  missed. 

Brenda  Mitchell 
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your  PontiaCfBuick,  CadillaCf  Jeep  & 
CMC  Truck  dealer  in  Cleveland. 


We  toad  you  so!  Come  see  our 
unusual  array  of  gifts. 

Now  open  10  A.M.  to  6  P.M. 

6  days  a  week 

through  December 


^  FC1>^ 


10  A.M.  to  5  P.M. 
5  days  a  week 
after  January  1 


205  Central  Avenue     Greenville,  Mississippi 


WEST 

IMPLEMENT 
CO.,  INC. 


John  Deere 

Agricultural 

Equipment 


"Nothing  runs 
like  a  Deere" 


Cleveland,  MS. 


JOHN  DEERE 
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I  Remember  Carrie 
continued  from  page  27 

bite,  but  we  didn't  worry  her  too 
much  because  we  wanted  to  be 
taken  fishing  again.  I  am  sure  my 
mother  never  dreamed  of  what  truly 
went  on  during  these  fishing  trips. 

With  love  and  affection  I 
remember  Carrie  —  her 
superstitions,  her  cooking,  and  her 
fishing,  I  loved  this  ageless  (in  her 
words  "older  than  you  ma  but 
younger  than  old  miss)  woman  with 
a  special  love.  Crowing  up  in  the 
Mississippi  Delta  in  the  1920's, 
before  such  terms  as  "race 
discrimination"  and  "minority 
groups"  became  popular  was  an 
experience  that  is  not  easily 
forgotten  and  one  that  will  never  be 
duplicated  in  the  1970's. 

Dor/s  /?.  Kirschenbaum,  a  retired 
accountant,  is  a  resident  of 
Vicksburg  and  is  currently  attending 
classes  at  Hinds  junior  College. 
Parts  of  "I  Remember  Carrie"  were 
drawn  from  her  childhood 
experiences. 


The  Cayman  Islands 
continued  from  page  14 

where  you  can  choose  stamps  for 
your  collection.  They  accept 
payment  in  Caymans  currency,  U.  S. 
dollars,  or  even  travelers  checks.  It's 
a  far  cry  from  standing  in  a  post 
office  line  in  Rome,  Mexico  City,  or 
Paris  for  a  half  hour  only  to  be 
ill-served  by  a  surly  clerk. 

Would  I  go  there  again?  Not  until 
I  become  a  SCUBA  diver.  When  that 
day  comes,  I'll  spend  every  February 
in  the  Cayman  Islands. 

If  you  go  there  you  can  fly  direct 
from  the  states  to  Ceorgetown  on 
Southern  Airways  (now  Republic 
Airways)  or  begin  your  Caymans 
adventure  in  Miami  as  you  board 
Cayman  Airways.  A  jacket  and  a  tie 
for  the  gentlemen  and  a  long  skirt  or 
two  for  the  ladies  will  lead  the 
fashion  parade  at  the  island's 
poshest  eatery,  the  Grand  Old 
House.  The  rest  of  your  days, 
however,  will  be  spent  in  cut  offs  or 
diving  gear.  What  better  way  could 
one  spend  a  December  (or  a 
February)? 
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Serving  Greenville  and  Washington  County 

since  1907. 


ri  Commercial  National  Bank 

"^^  Greenville/ Leiand,  Mississippi    Member  FDIC 

Branch  of  First  National  Bank  of  Jackson,  Mississippi 


Energy  Savers 


Easy-on-Energy 
Heat  Pump 

Single  systenn  that  both  heats  and 
cools.  Delivers  two  units  of  heat  for 
each  unit  of  electricity  it  uses.  Save 
energy  and  money 


Energy  Efficient 
Electric  Home 

Records  prove  savirrgs  of  60%  or  more 
on  heating  and  cooling  costs 

Energy  Information  Center 

If  It  involves  the  use  of  energy  in  your  home,  business  or 
plant,  call  MP&L  for  literature  and  answers  to  your 
questions. 

/VIlSSISSIPPI  POWER  &  LIGHT 

Helping  Build  Mississippi 


Save  Energy  and  Money 

Add  insulation,  install  storm  windows 
and  doors,  caulk,  weather  strip 


MIDDLE    SOUTH 
UTILITIES   SYSTEM 


^.^^^^^^.^2^5^^^;^^' 


The  Stinbtir st 
Banks 


Bank  of  Ackerman,  Calhoun  County  Bank,  Bank  of  Charleston,  Bank  of 
Cleveland,  Coahoma  Bank,  Bank  of  Derma,  Bank  of  Eupora,  First 
Greenwood  Bank,  Grenada  Bank,  Houston  State  Bank,  Bank  of  Holcomb,  Bank  of  Itta  Bena, 
Bank  of  Louisville,  Bank  of  Moorhead.  Bank  of  Shaw,  Bank  of  Shelby,  Bank  of  Sumner. 

Member  FDIC 


